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A o did you not hear of a jolly young waterman? 5 


A kernal from an apple's core, 

A plague toke all ſuch grumbling elves, 
Ah men what filly things, 
At a jovial meeting of gods, 

A bed of moſs, 

A ſailor's love is void of art, 

As Dermot toll'd one fummer's day, 
A tinker I am, 

Art one of thoſe mad wags, 

A novice in love, 

At firſt, like an infant, 

Alaz! where ſhall I comfort find? 
All the world's a Maſquerade. 


B 
Blow high, Blow low, 
Brother ſoldiers why caſt downt 
By love and fortune guided, 
Bright Gems, 
By roguery 'tis true, 
Bouny Kitty, 
Behold the fairies' jocund band ! 
Bachelor's Hall, 
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26 


37 
66 
72 
80 
106 
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191 
299 
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11 INDEX, 


Bonny Kate, 
Ben Kackſtay, 
Black and White. 


© 
Come all ye gem'mem volunteer:, 
Come, every man now give his toalt, 
Can of Grog, 

Come here ye rich, 

Curtis was old Hodge's wife, 

Come, courage lads, and diink away, 
Chairs to nend, 

Come round me and weep, 

Crown me Bacchus, 

Colin and Chloe, 

Cotchelin ſat all alone. 


1 


Did fortune bid me chuſe a itate, 
Dear Yauko ſay. 


2 


Excuſe me, pray ye do, dear neighbour. 


F 
For dainties, I've had of them all, 
Fait honey in Ireland. 


Gratitude, 


Page 
194 


217 


IN Dr x. 111 


H Page 

Hunting Song in Poor Vulcan, 16 

. Here's all her veer, 29 
a How Kind and how good of his dear inajeſty, 54 
Here ſleeps in peace, 68 

Here I was my good matters, 73 

Homer and I, 164 

Here hes a philoſopher, 181 

How much I love thee girl would'ſt know ? 129 


— 


J faw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, Z 
Indeed Miſs fuch ſweethearts as I am, 7 
I lock'd up all my treaſure, | 24 
I loſt my poor mother, 28 
It deep thy poignard, 41 
John and jean, 2 
It 'tis lave to wiſh you near, 55 
In all your deal'ngs take good care, 69 
I'll mount the clitts, | 77 
Is't my ſtory you'd know? 91 
Jack Ratlin, 96 
Is it little Tom Thumb that you mean ? 111 
I don't believe a word on't, 113 
I've made to marches Mars deſcend, 125 
In Paris, as in London, 29 
Indian Battle, 165 
Iriſh Drinking Song, 205 


I was, d'ye ſee, a waterman, 126 


1 INDEX. 


L 


Let your courage boys be true t'ye, 
Little Neddy, 
Lattle Ben. 


NM 


Madam, you know my trade is war, 
My Lord, and pleaſe vou, he and I, 
My tears—alas! I cannot ſpeak, 
Marriage and Muſic, 

Mock Italian Song. 


N 
Nothing FE ke Grog, 
Noſegays I cry. 

O 


Orra no talk, no ſay fine word, 
O thu« on the time, 


Oh he de nos! 


P 
Parents may fairly thank themſelves, 
Poor Orra tink of Yanko dear, 
Paſlion is a torrent rud-, 
Plcaſure the reſult of Reflection, 
poor ick, 
Peggy Perkins, 
Poor Iom. 
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201 
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INDEX, 
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Swort ditties would my Patty ſing, 
Spirits ot Dittrets, 

Say Fanny wilt thou go with me 
Say flutt'ring heart, 

Saturday Night at Sca. 


The Miller's Daughter, 
Tuo youths tor niy love, 
Then farewel my trim-built wherry, 


Twas in a village near Caiil-bury, 


The -orld's a ſtrange world, 


The little birds, as well as you 12 
The ſignal to engage {hall be, 13 
That nature is every whe the ſame, 15 
There was a jolly ſhepherd lad, 30 
They tell me you liſten to all 34 
"Irs true that oft on the ſame mead 36 
*I'was not her eyes, 45 

This lite is L ke a troubled fea, 56 * 
The riling ſun Lyſander tound 63 
The coy Paſtora Damon wood, 65 
| The ſun's a free-maſon, 70 
The ladies traces now a-days, 74 
| Thou'ſi i:eard thoſe old proverbs, $2 
The high-mettled Racer, 99 
5 The bells ot Aberdovey, 101 
> This, this my lads a ſoldier's life, 110 


V1 INDEX. 


The Maid of the Skylight, 
The Muſician's Lamentation, 
The Siege of 7 roy, 

The Return of Ulyſſes, 

Thou man ot firmneſs 

The younker who his firſt eſſay, 
The metlow-ton'd horn, 

The Lafſy of my heart, 

The Soldier's Grave, 

The Triumph of Wine, 

The Sailor's Sheet Anchor, 
The Voice of Nature, 

The Jolly Fiſherman, 

The By-Stander, 

That girl who fain would chuſe a mate, 
The Greenwich Penſioner, 

The Wily Fox, 

"Tis true the marks of many years, 
The Portrait, 

The Flowing Can, 

JI. vitation, 

Tau; and Griddy, 

The Tar for all Weathers, 

The L. aplighter, 


The Lacy of Ton, 


The ſtorm had ceas'd, the veſſel, ſtriving, 


V 


Venus now no more behold me, 
Vauxhall Watch, 


14 
$7 


INDEX. 


W 

When Serjeant Belſwagger, 

Women are Will o' tt VV ips, 
Wile the Lads in the V I}-.ze, 
When thou ſhall ice his >» om, 
When jealous ont ot feaſo 1, 

Wien Yanko dear fight away, 
it naughty thi, we wome:. are, 
Via” a pity twill be, 

When tiintly gleams, 

V my wounds a balm dvifes, 
W ix f my pleaſure fool, conuemn, 
When ta.ries are lighted, 
W.. 


We on the pre lem hour relyins 
©?» 


gZuafies pride and amb tion! 
Wann order drawn up, 
Wies and Sweethearts, 


What thot I be a country clown 


* 
Young and void of art or guile 

Yo Yea, 

Yet though I've no fortune to offer, 
Young Portis was bleſt. 
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a SONG. 


IN Tir WFDDING RING. 


— — 


I sau what ſceni'd a harmlets child, 
With wings and bow, 
And aſpect mild, 
Who ſobb'd, and ſigh'd, and pin'd, 
And begg'd I would ſome boon beſtow 


On 2 poor little boy ſtone blind. 
| ) 


Nor aware of the danger J inſtant comply'd. 
VW ca ne drew troin is quiver 4 dart, 
Eyed, 
I puwer you ſhall Know, 
Then Le }cvelled his bow, 
And wounted ine right in the heart. 


— —— —— 


99 1 7 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE DFSFRTER. 


— — 


Iurze was a miller's daughter 
Liv'd in a certain village, 

Who made. a mighty flaugnter :— 
For I'd have you to Know 
Both triend and toe, 


The clown and the beau, 
She always laid low ; 

And her portion, as I underſtand, 

Was three acres of land, 
Beſides a mill, 
That never ſtood (till, 
Some ſheep and a cow, 
A harrow and a plough, 

And other things tor tillage: 

What d'ye think of my miller's daughter? 


11. 
This miller's pretty daughter 
Was a damiel of ſuch fame fir, 
4hat knights and ſquires ſought her; 
But they ſoon were told 
Jhat ſome were too bold, 
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And ſome too cold, 
And ſome too old; 
And ſhe gave them to underſtand 
That, though they were grand, 
She'd never be ſold; 
For ſays Betty, ſays ſhe, 
Since my virtue to me 
Is dearer than gold, 
Let 'em go trom whence they came fir : 
What d'ye think of my miller's daughter ? 


111. 
But when the miller's daughter 
Saw Ned, the maurice-dancer, 
His perſon quickly caught her; 
For who ſo clean 
Upon the green 
As Ned was ſeen, 
For her his queen :— 
Then blithe as a king, 
His bells he'd ring, 
And dance, and fing, 
Like any thing: — 
Savs he, * My life, 
* Woot be my wife? 
A bluth, and yes, was Betty's anſwer : 
What d'ye think of my miller's daughter ? 


—_ — — — — — — —— — — 


— — - — — — — - — u — — — 


4 DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WATFRMAN, 


Two youths for my love are contending in vain; 
For, do all they can, 

Their ſuff' rings I rally,, and laugh at their pain: 
Which, which is the man 

That deſerves me the molt ? Let me aſk of my heart ; — 

Is it Robin, who ſmirks, and who dreſſes fo ſmart? 

Or Tom, honeft Tom, who makes plainneſs his plan? 
W hich, which is the man? 


11. 


Indeed to be prudent, and do what IT ought, 
I co what I can : 
Yet ſurely papa and mamma are in fault; 
To a diferent man 
They, each, have adviſed me to yield up my heart, 
Mamma prafſe, Robin, who dreſſes fo ſmart ; 
Papa honeſt Jom, who makes plainneſs his plan: 


Wnich, which is the man? 


Be Kind then, my heart, and but point Out the youth, 
I'll! do what 1 can 
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is love to return, and return it with trut'1; 


Which, which it the man? 


8 


Be kind to my wiſhes, and point out, my ty 


sit Robin, who ſmirks, and who dretſes fo lmart? 


Or Lom, honeſt Tom, who makes plunaets his plan® 


| 
' 
ö 


Winch, which is the ma! 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WATERMAN 


— — — — — 


Xp did vou not hear of a jol'vy vonn Katermaa, 
Who at Black- friar's bridge uſed tor to ly; 


— — — - — — — — ———— ͤDD — —— —— — — —•——M — — 
1 — 


And he fenther'd his dars with fach Kill and dexte rity, 


Winning each heart, and deligliting cach eye. 


He look'd fo neat, and he row'd to ſteadilv. 


The maidens all fluck'd in his boat fo readilv, 


And ke ey'd the. voung rogues with ſo charming an air 


That this waterman ne'er was in want ot-a tae. 


11. 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 


'] was clean'd out fo nice, and fo painted withal; 
He was always firit oars when the fine city ladies 


In a party to Rancligh went, or Vauxhall: 
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And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering, , 
| But *twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering, 
| For loving or I'king he little did care, 


Forth's waternan ne'er was in want of a fare. 


111. 


And yet but to fee how ſtrange things happen, 


1 As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 
| He was ply'd by a damiſel fo lovely and charming, 
| That ſhe ſmil'd, and fo ſtraightway in love he did fall. 
And would this young damſel but baniſh his torrow, 
| He'd wed her to-night, betore to-morrow, 
| And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
ic When he's marr ed, and nei'er in want of a fare. | 
:{ — — — — 


2 


BALLAD. 


IN THF. WATERMAYT, i; 


— 


Trrx tarewel my trim-bu:lt wherry, 

Oars, and coat, aad badge tarewel ; 
\1. 
11 


Never more at Chelſea ferry, 


Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. 


—— — CO. — — — —— — 
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Ii. 


But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 
In the battle's heat I'll go, 
Where expos'd to ev'ry danger, 
Some friendly ball may lay me low 


1 


Then may-hap, when homeward ſteering, 
With the news my meſſmates come, 
Even you, the ſtory hearing, 


With a ſigh may cry poor Jom! 


— 


2 


BALLAD. : 


IN THE WATERMAN, 


IS pep Miſs, fuch ſweethearts as Jam, 
I fancy you'll meet with but few, 
To love you more true I dety them, 


I always am thinking of you. 


There are maidens would have me in plenty, 
Nell, Cicely, Priſcilla, and Sue, 

But inſtead ot all rhefe were there twenty, 
never ſhould think but of you. 
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* $* 


Falſe hearts all your money may ſquander, 
And only have pleature in view, 
Ne'er tron vou a moment I'll wander, 


Unleis to get money ior you : 


The tide, when 'tis ebbing and flowing, 
s not to the moon hall to true, 
Nor my oars to their time u hen I'm row :ngy 


As wy heart, my Fond heart is to o. 


—— — — —— ——— — 


33 — — _— 


— — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE COBL-ER, 


— —— 
— — — ——— — 


—— — — —— — 


"TwAS ina vill ge, in Caftlebury, 
A cobler and Nis wife did dwell; 
And ſor a time no two 10 merry, 


<. & © 
4 


a F 1 
heir happineſ, no tongue can tell. 


* 


But to this cou; le, the neighbor tell us, 


. il. 9 : 5 5 i s » 
Tor, going to an“ UITD TINGS LerOou we 


; le maln 507 41 1 K 144d V4 — | hy. * He. 


SoOo nierte 1,0 Nay) en 1:1al C 1s d 11 uch. 
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11. 


But though he treated her fo vilely, 
What did this wife, good creature, do? 
K -pt ſnug, and found a method ſlily 


To wring his heart quite through and through: 


For Dick the tapſter and his maſter, 
By the report that then was rife, 
| Were both in hopes, by tus dilfaſter, 


To gain the cobler's pretty v ic. 


111. 


Whale things went on to rack and rum, 
And all their furniture was fold, 
She ſeem'd to approve what each was doing. 


And got {rom cach 2 purſe of gold. 


So when the cobler's cares were over. 


He ſwore to lead an alter'd hte, 
To mind his work, ne'er be a rover, 


And love no other than his wife. 


— — 2. — — 


— — — — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE SERAGLIO. 


Tir worle's a, ſtrange world, child, it muſt be conſeſt, 


We all of diſtreſs have our ſhare; 
But ſince I muſt ſtruggle to live with the reſt, 
By my troth 'tis no great matter where. 


We all muſt put up with what fortune has ſent, 
Be therefore one's lot poor or rich, 

So there's but a portion of eaſe and content, 
By my troth tis no great matter which. 


11. 


A liwving's a Eving, and fo. there's an end; 
Ii one honeſtly gets juſt enow, 

And ſomething to ſpare for the wants of à friend, 
By my troth tis no great matter how. 


In this world about nothing we buſy'd appear; 
And, I've {1d it again and again, 


Since quit it one muſt, if ones conſcience be clear, 


By my troth tis no great matter when, 


* 


* 


c 


1 ae ooh 
* , 
* 


OR 


o 

* 

* 

N * 
* 
1 

* 
5 
* 
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RONDEAU. 


IN THE SERAGLIO. 


— 


3 ——ů — 
— 


Bro high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main-maſt by the board), 
My heart, with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love welt flor'd; 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſhore 


'To be once more- 
Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft while mountains high we go, 
The whiltling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roarmg from below. 
Shall my fignal be | 
To think. on thee, 
And this ſhall be my ſong. 


Blow high, blow low, &c. 
And on that night when all the crew 


The -mem'ry of their former lives, 


O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 


And drink their ſweethearts and they're Wives, 


11 


— 
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I'll heave a ſigh, and think on the.; 
And as the ſhip rolls though the lea, 
The burthen of my ſong ſhall be 


Blow high, &c. 


— — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE SERACLIO. 


— —ꝓ— p— — — 


Tit little birds, as well as you, 
I've mark'd with anxious care, 

How free their pleaſures they purſue, 
How void of every care. 

But birds of various kinds you'll meet, 
Some conſtant to their loves: 

Are chattering ſparrows half fo ſwect 


As tender cooing doves ? 


H. 
B:rds have their pride, like human kind, 
Some on their notes preſume, 
Some on their form, and ſome you'll find 
Fond of a gaudy plume. 
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Some love a hundred; ſome you'll mect 
Sull conſtant to their loves ; 

Are chattering {ſparrows hait ſo {weet 
As tender cooimy doves ? 


- — — — — — — — — — 


RON D EAC. 


IN THE SERAGLIO., 


— on . 


_— — — 


Tie ſignal to engage ſhall be 
A whiſtle and a hollow, 

Be one and all but firm, like me, 
And conqueſt ſoon will follow. 


You Gunnel keep the helm in hand, 
Thus, thus boys, fleady, ſteady, ſteady; 
Till right a-head you fee the land, 


Then, ſoon as we are ready, 


The ſignal, &c. 


Keep boys a good look out, d'ye hear, 
"Tis for old England's honour ; 
Juſt as you've brought your lower tier 


Broadſide to bear upon her, 
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All hands then lads, the [hip to clear, 
Load all your guns and mortars, 
Silent as death the attack 2 


A! nd, whe 2 Your ail 2 14 ters, 


Ihe ſignal, &c. 


SONG. 


IN POOR VULCAN. 


— 


VENUS now no more behold me, 
But an humble vi lage dame, 

Coarſe and home! y trappings fold me. 
And Miſtreſs Maudlin is my name 


Yet here no lefs is paid that duty 'J 
Ever due to Venus * orth, 
Not more nſe} 4 b! — of bo Al 13% 


Than gods in he raven, are men on earthy. 
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BAI LA. 


tw POOR VULCAN 


THAT nature's every where the ſame, 
Each paſſing day diſcovers; 
For that in me 
Some charms they ſee, 
Bechold me, though a country dane, 


Leading à crow d ot lovers. 


11. 


My ſpoſti g ſquire to keep at bay 
The court Il double over, 
Whilſt he intent 
On a wong ſcent, 

Shall always had me flole away 


Vhen he cr 'W, & . J 
Ven he CIics * LidſkK 0 cover. 


111. 


With new-com'd oaths, my granadier 
May think to ſtorm and bluſter, 
And Wear, by Mrs, 
My eyes are ſtars, 
That light to love: —heill ſoon find here 


% 


Such Auf will note pals muſter. 


GW 
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—_— * 


- a> Te." > iy: 
Thus will J ſerve thoſe 1 dirt, 
Firſt laugh at, then refuſe dam: 
But, ah! not ſo 
My ſbepherd Joy? 
He_hke Adonis look d, when firſt 
1 prels'd hum to my boſom. 


1 3 = . 
— — — — — — — 
— — — nent 


ET. 
mY 


BALLAD. 


1X POOR VULCAN. 


— _—— ͤ᷑˙k —. s — 


Tur moment Aurora pecp'd into my room, 
I put on my cloaths, and I calFd to my groom ; 
And my head heavy ſtill, from the fumes of laſt night, 
Took a bumper of brandy to ſet all things right; 
And now we were ſaddled Fleet, Dapple and Grey, 
Who ſ{cem'd longing to hear the glad found hark away, 


11. 


Will Whiſtle by this had uncoupled his hounds, 
Whoſe extacy nothing cou'd keep within bounds ; 
« Firſt forward came Jowler, then Scentwell, then Snare, 
Threc better fla:inch harriers ne'er Narted harc; 
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Then Sweethps, then Driver, then Staunch, and them 
Tray, 


All ready to open at hark, hark Tray. 


111 


Tas now by the clock about fre in the morn, 
And we all gallop'd off to the formd of the hotu, 
Jack Gater, Bill Babler, and Dick at the gun, 

And by this tim the merry Lom Fairplay made ane, 
Who, while wwe were jogging on bluhlome and gay, 
Sung a ſong, and the chorus was— Hark, hark away. 


IV. 
And now Jemmy Lurcher had every buſh beat, 
And no ſigus of madam or trace of her icet; 
Nay, we juſt had began our hard fortunes ro curſe, 
When all of a ſudden out ftarts Miſtreſfs Puts; 
Men, horſes, and dogs all the glad call obey, 
Aud echo was heard te cry——Harks, hark away. 


Va 
The chaſe, was a ſine one, ſhe took Oer the plain, 
Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, and doubled again; 
Till at laſt {he to cover return'd out of breath, 
Where I and Will Whiſtle were in at the death; 
Then in triumph for you I the hare did diſplay, 
And cry'd, to the horns my boys, hark, hark away. 


VO!r. 3 | C 


18 
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'BALLAD. 


IX POOR VULCAN. 


— — _ 
— 


Cous all ye gem'men volunteers, 

Of glory who would ſhare, 

And leaving with your wives your fears, 
To the drum head repair; 


Or to the noble Serjeant Pike, 
Come, come, without de lay, 
You'll enrer into preſent pay, 

My lads the bargain ſtrike. 

A golden guinea and a crown, 

Beſides the Lord knows what renown, 
His Majeſty the donor, 

And if you die, 
Why then you lie 
Stretch'd on the bed of honour. 


11. 


Does any *prentice work too hard, 
Fine cloaths would any wear, 
Would any one his wife diſcard, 


To the drum head repair. 
Or to the, &c. 
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111. 


Is your eſtate put out to nurſe, 
Are you 2 caſt-oft heir, 

Have you no money in your putle, 
To the drum head repair. 


Or to the, &c. 


19 
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BALLAD, 


IN FOOR VULCAN: 


* 


Coux, every man now give his toaſt, 
Fill up the glaſs, I'll tell you mine, 
Wine is the miſtreſs I love moſt,” 
This is my toaſt—now give me thine 


11. 


Well ſaid my lad, ne'er let it ſtand. 
I give my Chloe, nymph divine, 


May love and wine go hand in hand: 


This is my toaſt now give me thine. 


20 DIBDIN S$ SELECTED SONGS. 


111. 


Fill up your glalles to the brink, 
Hebe let no one dare decline, 

"Twas Hebe taught me firſt to drink 
This is my toaft—now give me thine. 


IV. 


Gem'men I gie mv wife, d've fee; 
May all to make her bleſt combr:e, 
So lhe be far enough from me. 
Thus is my toaſt, now give me tur 
4 L415 15 } { = 51 * > £4 11.11 


— 


V. 


Let conſtant lovers at the feet 


Of pale-fac'd wenches ſigh and pine, 
For me, the firſt kind girl J meet 


Snall be my toaſt now givr me ue. 


VI. 


Von toaſt your wife, and you your laſ 
My boys, and welcome ; here's the wi 
For my part, he who {ills my glais 


o1VE me thine. 


Shall be my toaſt—now g 


_— 


tO 
r= 
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11. 


Spirit, my lads, and taal away, 
L have ſtill one with vours to join, 
Th if WE mas have end Ft? Wo pay — 


This is my toalt—now give me thine. 


BALLAD. 


IN POOR VUELCAKT. 


— — ——_—_ —_—— Re — — 
— — — — — 


Mana M, you Know my trade 15 War, 

And what ſhould 1 deny it for? 

Whene'er the trumpet ſounds from ater, 
I long to hack and hew ; 

Yet madam credit what L. lay, 

Vere I this moment call'd away, 

Aud all the troops drawn in array, 


I'd rather ſtay with you. 


11. 


Did drums and ſprightly trumpets founc, 
Did death and Carnage ſtalk around, 
Did dying horſes bite che ground, 


lad we no hope in view: 


4 
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Were the whole army loſt in ſmoke, 
Were they the laſt words that I ſpoke. 
I'd ſay, and dam'me it I joke, 

I'd rather ſtay with you. 


| Ill, 

Did the foe charge us front and rear, 
Did e'en the braveſt face appear 
Impreſs'd with ſigns of mortal fear, 

Though never veteran knew, 
do terrible and hot a fight, 
Though all my laurels it ſhould blight, 
Though I ſhould Tofe fo fine a fight, 


Pd rather ſtay with you. 


— 


DUET. 


INTENDED FOR POOR VULCAN, 


1 


— ——— — — 


JOE. 
Wu x Serjeant Belſwagger, that maſculine brute 
One day had been drinking to ſwear a recruit, 
He kiſs'd you, I ſaw him, or elſe” may 1 die, 
And you, cruel Maudlin, ned er once cry'd Oe! 
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Again, when the ſquire had come home from the chaſe, 
You receiv'd him, O gods, with a {mile on your face, 
Henceforth, then, my ſheep harum ſcarum may run, 
For Maudlin is faithleſs, and I am undone, 


MAUDLIN. 


Ah, Joe! you're a good one; one day in my place— 
My hufband at home was forced to ſend Grace: 

I know for a truth, which you cannot gainſay, 

You touzled her well on a cock of new hay. 


Nay, ſwore you'd be h-rs—and what is worſe yet, 
That you only lov'd me juſt for what you cou'd get; 
As for charms then I ne'er will believe I have one, 


For Joe is faithleſs, and I am undone. 


JOE. 


Will you know then the truth on't? I touz'd her I own, 
Though I rather by half would have left it alone; 

But I did it to ſee if you jealous wou'd prove, 

For that, people fay, is a ſure ſign of love. 


MAUDLIN. 
And for me, if the {quire ſaid foft things in my ear, 
I {uffer'd it, thinking he'd call for ſtrong beer; 


And as to the Sergeant, dis always a rule, 


One had better be kiſs'd, than tcaz*'d—by a fool. 
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BALLAD. 


1% THE OQUAKEFR, 


I 10cx'r up all my treaſure, 
1 journey'd many a mile, 
And by my grief did meaſure 
The paſſing time the wlule 


11. 


My bufirefs done and over, 
I haftten'd back amain, 
Like an expecting lover, 


To vicw 1t once again, 


111. 
But this delight was filled, 
As it began to dawn: 
I found the caſket rifled, 


A; d all my treaſure gone 0 
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SONG. 


1N THE QUAKER. 


— 


Won are Will oth Wiſps, 'tis plain, 
The cloſer they ſeem, ſtill the more they retire ; 
They teaze you, and jade you, 
And round about lead you, 
Without hopes of ſhelter, 
Ding dong, helter ſkelter, 
Through water and fire ; 
And, when you believe every danger and pain 
From your heart you may baniſh, 
And you're near the poſſeſſion of what you debire, 
That inſtant they vaniſh, 
And the devil a bit car. you catch them again. 


By ſome they'ie not badly compared to the ſea, 
Which is calm and tempeſtuous within the ſame hour, 
Some ſay they are Sirens, but, take it from me, 
They're a ſweet race of angels o'er man that has pow'r 

His perſon, his heart, nay his reaſon to ſeize, 


And lead the poor devil wherever they pleaſe. 


VOL. 1. D 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE QUAKER. 


_ — — — 


A KERNEL from an apple's core 
One day on either cheek I wore, 
Lubin was plac'd on my right cheek, 


That on my left did Hodge beſpeak ; 


Hodge in an inſtant dropt to ground, 
Sure token that his love's unſound, 
But Lubin nothing could remove, 


Sure token his is conſtant love. 


11. . 


Laſt May I ſought to find a ſuail, 
That might my lover's namic reveal, 


Which finding, home I quickly ſped, 


And on the hearth the embers {prcad ; 


When, if my letters I can tell, 
I {aw it mark a curious L: 
O may this omen lucky prove, 


For L's for Lubin aud for Love. 
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ROND EAC. 


IN THE OVAKERs 


_ 
— — 


Wu the lads of the village ſhall merrily att, 
Sound their tabors, I'Il hand thee along, 
And I ſay unto thee, that merrily ah, 


Thou and I will be firit in the throng. 


Juſt then, when the youth who laſt year won the dow'r, 
And his mate ſhall the ſports have begun, 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from each bow'r, 


And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one, 


While the lads, &c. 


Thoſe joys that are harmleſs what mortal can blame? 
Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free; 

And to prove that my words and my deeds are the ſame, 
Believe thou ſhalt preſently ſee, 


While the lads, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


[XN ROSE AND COLINsG 


— ws — 


I L.0sT my poor mother 
When only a child, 
And I fear'd ſuch another, 
So gentle and mald, 

Was not to be found: 


But I ſaw my miſtake, 
For ſcarce was ſhe gone, 
Bat I prod I had mother and father in one: 
And though at this minute he makes my heart ach, 
There's not ſuch another ſearch all the world round. 


II, 


I'd reach'd my teens fairly, 
As blithe as a bee, 
His care, late and early, 
Being all to pleaſe me ; 
No one thing above ground 
Was too good for his Roſe ; 
At wake, or at fair, 
I was dreſt out ſo gaily, lord, people wou'd ſture, 


And I ſay it again, though he's peeviſh, God knows, 
There's not ſuch auother, ſearch all the world round, 
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111. 


But love, who, they tell us, 
Does many ſtrange things, 

Makes all the world jcalous, 
Aud mad—even kings 


They ſay he can wound. 


This love is the fore :— 
Since Cohn came here, 
This father ſo kind is a father ſevere ; 
Yet ſtill will I fay, though he fcolds more and more, 
There's not ſuch another, ſearch all the world round. 


— — —— 
pan * — - ö 


BALLAD. 


IN ROSE AND COLIYN. 


— _— 


HERE'S all her geer, her wheel, her work; 
Theſe little bobbins to and fro, 

How oft I've ſeen her fingers jerk, 
Her pretty fingers, White as ſnow. 


Each object to me is ſo dear, 
My heart at fight on't throbbing goes 
Twes here ſhe ſat her down, and here 
She told me ſhe was Colin's Roſe. 
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11. 


This poely for her when ſhe's dreſs'd, 
I've brought, alas! how happy I, 
Could I be, like theſe flowers, careſs'd, 
And, like them, on her boſom die. 


The violet and pink I took, 
And every pretty flower that blows ; 


The roſe too, but how mean *twill look 
When by the fide of my ſweet Roſe. 


— — 


BALLAD. 


IN ROSE AND COLIN, 


— 


THERE was a jolly ſhepherd lad, 
And Colin was his name, 
And all unknown to her old dad, 


He ſometimes to ſee Peggy came 
The object of his flame. 


One day of his abſence too ſecure, 
Her father thunder'd at the door, 

When fearing of his frown, 
Says ſhe, dear love the chimney climb; 
*I can't, cnes he, there is not time 


* Belides, I ſhou'd tumble down.” 


p— 
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11. 


What*could they do, ta'en unawares ? 
They thought, and thought again; 
In cloſets underneath the ſtairs 
To hide himſelf *twere all in vain, 
He'd ſoon be found, twere plain; 
Get up the chimney, love, vou muſt,” 
Cried ſhe, or elſe the door he'll burſt 
. © I would not for a crown ;' 
Young Colin ſeeing but this ſhift, 
Een mounted up Peg lent a lift, 
And cry'd, dont tumble donn. 
111. 
With throbbing heart, now to the door, 
Poor Peggy runs in haſte ; 
Thinking to trick her father {ure : 
But haſte, the proverb ſays, makes Walle 
Which proverd's here well plac'd. 
Her father ſcolded her his beſt, 
Calld names, and ſaid, among the reſt, 
© Pray have you ſeen that clown ?“ 
She ſcarce had time to anſwer no, 
When, black all over as a crow, 


Poor Colm tumbled down. 


— — 


*"% 
1 
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BALLAD. 


IN ROSE AND COLIN, 


EXCUSE me, pray ve do, dear neighbour, 
But Roſe, vou know, and J, 

Have oft partook one ſport or labour, 
While you have pleas'd ſtood by. 


And ſince from little children playing 
You've kindly called me fon, 
I thought to Roſe I might be ſaying 


* Good day,* and no harm done. 


IT, 


When you and father gravely counted, 
One morning in the barn, 
To how much in a day it mounted 


T hat both of us could carn, 


Since then you down the law were laying, 
And calling me your ſon, 

I thought to Roſe 1 might be ſaying 
Good day,” and no harm done. 


— 
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BALLAD. 


IN ANNETTE AND LUBIN, 


lone. and void of art Or gu! >» 
From ill intention free, 

* * . 1 * 

If love I've cheriſh'd all this while, 


It came in ſpight of me. 


When you've to me, and ]'ve to you, 
Try'd who could kindeſt prove, 
If that was Jove—what then to do 


To lly from this fame love * 


— 


When abſent from vou I have monrii'd, 
And thought each hour a ſcore ; 
When on a ſudden you returned, 


Pve thrill'd with joy all cer ; 


They ſay 'twas love—l thought 'twas you 
Had made my heart thus move ; 
Alas what can a poor girl do, 


To fly from this fame love 


VOL. I. F 
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111. 


To every thing that you can aſk, 
What ſhould I {rv but ves? 
It is becauſe I like the taſk, 


freely grant cach kiss. 


You're all to me—l'm all to you 
This truth our deaths would prove, 
Were we to part: What then to do 


To fly from this ſame love? 


DUET. 


IN ANNETTE AND LUBIN. 


BAILITF. 


I HEY tel] me vou hften to all that he fa 


T7 ach | 10 1 8 A. 
lat e. hour of the day you are fal ot 


I nat you always together your flocks lead 


* 
1 
* 


this true damſel? 


. 


Yes, M:fier Bai! 
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BAIL IFF 


They tell me allo vou are ſo vord of grace 


A+ to bras that dear form, and that ſweet pretty face, 
That voung dog ſhall |! 


| : : 
dog ſhall be welcome to Eile and embrace: 


ANNETTE. 


- 14 * * : 4 ! - 1 . 3 
The neiahbou-s all ſav, though I credit them not, 


hae heard vou declare that, content with vour lot, 
Any king you'd refuſe for that lout and a cot: 


Is this true damſel 


ANNETTE. 


pu % - Wh. "0 
Yes, Miſter Dailies. 


BAILI! 
X _ Nr as 6 { * 
But one thing I vow ſcights me out of nw”. II 
«—y** = , PI. > PE, 1 M i 1 
Tis allow'd on all hands, that is, bur itis the lirite 
of #4 — —_ Lins 4 f 
hat you both live together juſt like man and wit 
= 1 3 * 1 |; 
IS mis LIE demie 
\ * uy 
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DUET. 


IN ANNETTE AND LUBIN. 


LUBIN. 


*T 15 true that oft, in the ſame mead, 
We both have led our flocks to ſced, 


Where by each other's fide we've fat : 
ANNETTE. 

Alas ! there was no harm 1n that. 
LUBIN. 

"Tis true for thee this cot I ror, 

Where thou tak'ſt pleaſure to repole : 

For which I found the grecneſt plat ; 

A N N E * 1 E * 


las | there was no harm in that. 


LU BIN. 


»Tis truc when tired thou fain would'ſt reſt. 


And thy dear lips to mine I've preſs'd, 
Thy breath, fo ſweet I've wonder'd at: 


ANNETTE. 


Alas! there was no harm in that. 
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LUBIN. 
Ah, but 'tis true, when thou haſt ſlept, 
Cloſer and cloler have I crept ; 
And while my heart went pit-a-pat— 
ANNETTE, 


Alas! there was no harm in that. 


— — — —ñ—— ́ͤ ͤwö́m — 
— —ͤ —— — 


BALLAD. 


IN ABNETIE AND LUBIN 


A PLAGUE take all ſuch grumbling elves, 
It they will rail, ſo be it; 

Becauſe we're happier than themſelves, 
They can't endure to fee it. 


For me, I never ſhall repine, 
Let whate'er fate o'ertake us ; 
For love and Annette ſhall be mine, 


Though all the world forlake us. 


11. 


then, dear Annette, regard them not, 


The hours ſhall paſs on gaily, 


G9 


Ky 


* * 4 1 | 5 ” 2 | Þ. 3 
0 198 VILE CLOMELLYE FO TEES. 


% 


k © « 1 1 . . 
o never, Annette, thou { TeENIincys 
' . » . B 2 
Let hate er late Oerta ke us ; 
— * * * 
For love and Lubin ſhall be thine, 


Thonch all the world forſake us 
4 »4 2. 44 £44 3 L# +» * WL Fiu 1314 AKC US. 


BALLAD. 


IN ANNETTE AND LUBISN. 


My Lord, and pleaſe you, he and I, 
Mora, noon, and night, in every weather, 
From little children, not this high, 


- f 23 A 9 * >y* ® 
In the ſame cottage liv'd together: 


Our perents leit me to his care, 
Saying, let no one put upon her: 
No, that I won't,” ſays he, I ſ wear; 


Aud he ne'er hes, and Ike your, honour. 


11. 


As I was ſaying, we grew up, 


. M4 | 
For all the world hifler aud brother, 
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leis IT as HALL WF i= Se! 


He 18 {1 et 2 310 [* 4 Vye lee, 


A tender heart, and hke vour hone 


1 he 


— 


+ $ 4 4 * - - ' fy 
* 1 . "_ * 8 4 
, woe is ours, now comes the wor {] 


ww © 


L o-day our forrows are begrmmns; 


\ Pa * | * * * 8 4 ö 
Wha ene ee n 3: 01-hi0 
-” : k 14 in ils # + 111 {3 Y PF? HA 


With Libin, who, of 2! the bliſs 


| eve + { = RE +hs Lav 
CYCY AILOCU IS tie 9016 


[ 8 . 

* _ # 
TOOrR delight to tv ana ks, 

* . 11 ® 23 4 FN * : 1 1 1. . 

Lil I'm with cinld, ard like Four honour, 
— —— — — — ́ ?ſ:ſ.xq＋—9?2 — — — — 


7 1 1 
BALLAD. 


N THE CHELCEA CRaOSIONETS. 


» "2-25 * 
B l 5 18 2 R {© Glier? Wit) cast 


Never, boys, be melancholy : 
1 1 lay Our hives are not our on 
ES 
* N ? 
1 IT 673 «> * 1 1 ] 
at WCTCLOTE ſhould We not be jolly ? 


* 
I) DIBDIN S SELECTED SONGS. 
In poor tenement,, at beſt, 
Depends on hckle chance: mean while, 


Dimk, laugh, and ling ; and for the reſt, 
We'll boldly brave each rude campaign; 
S-cnre, if we return s gain, 


Ou pretty landlady thall ſmile. 


11. 


Fortune his life and yours commands, 
And this moment, ſhould it pleaſe he: 
1o require it at your hands, 


You can but die, and ſo did Ceſar. 


Our fpan, though long, were little worth, 
Did we not :ime with joy beguile: 
Laugh then the while you ſtay on earth, 


And bold!y brave, &c. 


111. 
Life's a debt we all muſt pay, 
Tis fo much pleaſure, which we borrow, 
Nor heed, if on a diſtant day 


It is demanded, or to-morrow. 


The bottle ſays we're tardy grown, 
Do not the time and liquor ſpoil, 
Laugh out the little liſe you own, 


And boldly brave, &c. 


1 — 
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RONDEAU. 


IN THE CHELSEA PENSIONER, 


I deep thy poignard thou would'ſ drench 
In blood, to venge old Blenheim's woes. 
My enemies, boy, are the French, 


And all who are my country's foes. 


Shall I recerve an added day 


Ot life, when crimes your name ſhall brand; 


No, never let detraction ſay 


That virtue arm'd a murderer's hand. 


It deep, &c. 


ger, then, no fingle breath 
E 1 I \ & *s 5 1 7 . U * 
Lelpire for my poor lake— but f. 
You've ſpirit to encounter death, 


Die for your country, and your prince 


If deep, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


S1NG the loves of John and Jean, 
Sing the loves of Jean and John ; 
John, for her, would leave a queen, 
Jean, for him, the nobleſt don. 


She's his queen, 
He's her don; 
John loves Jean, 


And Jean loves John. 


11. 


Vhate'er rejoices happy Jean, 
Is ſure to burſt the ſides of John, 
Does ſhe, for grieſ, look thin and lean, 
He mftantly is pale and wan: 


Thin and lean, 
Pale and wan, 
John loves Jean, 


And Jean loves John. 


* 
7 
* 


* ** » 


o 
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| 111. 


'Twas the lily hand of Jean 
Fill'd the glaſs of happy John; 

And, heavens ! how joyful was ſhe ſeen 
When he was for a licenſe gone 


Joyful ſeen, 
They'll dance anon, 
For John weds Jean, 
And Jean weds John. 


IV. 


John has ta'en to wife his Jean, 
Tean's become the ſpouſe of John, 
She no longer is his queen, 


He no longer is her don. 


No more queen, 
No more don; 
John hates Jean, 
And Jean hates John. 


Whatever 'tis that pleales Jean, 
Is certam now to dilpleale Join ; 
With ſcolding they're grown thin and lean, 


With ſpleen and ſpite they're pale and wan, 
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Thin and lean, 
Pale and wan, 
John hates Jean, 


And Jean hates John. 


VI. 


John prays heaven to take his Jean, 
Jean at the devil withes John; 

He'll dancing on her grave be ſcen, 
She'll laugh when he is dead and gon- 
They'll gay be ſeen, 

Dead and gone, 
For John hates Jean, 
And Jean hates John. 


— — äBpẽEF —ʒä—) — —— — —— — — — — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE CHELSEA PENSIOQNER 


VV 417 N thou ſhalt fee his boſom ſwellino. 


a F > 1 £ — . 

M hen ſoft compaſſions tear ſhall flart, 
he as f 
my poor father's woes thou'rt telling, 


* 


- TY a | = * . ** ** , 
Come back and claim my hand and heart. 


| 


_—_ 0 
. „ 
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| 


be a. 


The cauſe bleſt eloquence will lend thee; 
Nay, haſte, and caſe my ſoul's diſtteſs; 

To judge thy worth, I'll here attend thee, 
And rate thy love by thy ſucceſs. 


- — — 
wa — — 2 — —— — —— ë — 

— — ñZUuU— — — — — — 

—— —— .-h — 


B A LLAD. 


IN THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


Tuns not her eyes, though orient mines 
| Can boaſt no gem ſo bright that glows ; 
Her lips, where the deep ruby ſhines, 

Her cheeks, that ſhame the bluſhing roſe. 


Nor yet her form, Minerva's mien, 
Her boſom, white as Venus' dove, 
That made her my affett:on's queen, 


But twas atone her filial love. 


11. 


The ruby lip, the brilliant eye, 

Ihe roly cheek, the graceful form, 
T © * 
in turn for commendation vie, 


Aud juſtly the fir'd lover charm: 


— — — — —— — — — — — 
. 2 


— 


N 
| 
1 
| 
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But trauſient theſe—the charm for life, 
Which reaſon ne'cr ſhall difapprove, 
Which truly ſhall enfure a wile, 


Faithful and kind, is filial love. 


ee EEE ͤꝓ ſDũ4ͤ— —ę 


NG. 


IN THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


LET your courage boy he true Ye, 
Hard and painful is the ſoldier's duty; 


'Tis not alone to bravely dare, 


To fear a firanger, 
Each threat'ming danger, 
That whiſtles through the duſky air; 
Where thundering jar 
Conthaing arms, 
All thc alarms, 


And dreadiul havcek of the war. 


Your duty done, and home returning, 
With ſelf-commended ardour burmnsg, 
If this right pride 


Foes ſhou'd deride, 


And from your merit turn alice, 
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Though than the war the conflict's more {cvere, 


This 1s the trial von muſt learn to bear. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE FRIENDLY. TARS 


\WHILF up the ſhrouds the lor goes 
Or ventures on the yard, 
The landſman, who no better Knows, 


Bcheves Uns lot 15 hard. 


But Jack with Uniles ca- h. da: 
Caſts anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the ſails, belavs the Licet, 


And drinks his can of grog. 


11. 


When mountains high the waves that We 
The veſſel rudely bear, 
Now finking in a hollow dell, 


> 111 


Now quix'ring 1 the att 
— 


Bold Jack, &c. 


- 
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111. 
1 
When waves gainſt rocks and quickſands roar. 
Von ne'er hear him repine, 
Freezing near Greenland's icy ſhore, 


Or burning near the line, 


- 


Bo'd Jack, CC. 


IV. 


If t engage they give the word, 
To quarters all repair, 
While ſplinter'd meſts go by the board, 
And ſhot ſing through the air, 


Bold Jack, &c. 


pug as CC Ew ICICI DD — — — —— 


* 


BALLAD. 


IN THE FRIENDLY. TARS, 


— — 


I SA1L'D in the good ſhip the Kitty, ; 
Wich a ſmart blowiug gale and rough fc, 
Left my Polly, the lads call ſo pretty, 


Sale here at an anchor, Yo Yea. 
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11. 


She blubber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 
And cry'd, now be conſtant to me; 

I told her not to be down hearted, 
So up went the anchor, Yo Yea. 


111. 


And from that time, no worſe nor no bettet, 
I've thought on juſt nothing but ſhe ; 

Nor cou'd grog nor ſſip make me forget her, 
She's my beſt bower anchor, Yo Yea. 


IV. 


When the wind whiftled larboard and ſtatboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope I with her ſhould be harbour'd 
Was my cable and anchor, Yo Yea. 


I returned with ro rhino from ſca, 
Miſtreſs Polly would never receive me, 


So again I heav'd anchor, Yo Yea. 


\ 
And yet, my boys, would you believe me, 


| 5 OG | G 


| 
: 
: 
| 
: 
; 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE FRIENDLY TARS. 


— 


Ir *tis love to wiſh you near, 

To tremble when the wind I hear, 
Becaufe at ſea you floating rove : 

If of you to dream at night, 

To languiſh when you're out of ſight, 
If this be loving then I love. 


11. 


If when you're gone, to count each hour, 
To aſk of every tender power 

That you may kind and faithful prove; 
If, void of falſhood and decent, 

I feel a pleaſure now we mect, 


It this be loving—then I love. | 


111. 


To with your fortune to partake, | 
Determin'd never to forſake, 
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Though low in poverty we ſtrove; 
If, ſo that me your wife you'd call, 
I offer you my little all; 

If this be loving—then I love. 


ä —_—_——— — — — — 


BALLAD. 


1N THE FRIENDLY TARS. 


—— ſ— — — — — 


YrT though I've no ſortune to offer, 
I've ſomething to put on a par; 
C-me then, and accept of my proffer, 


"Tis the kind honeſt hear: of a tar. 


11. 


Ne er let ſuch a trifle as this is, 
Girls, be to my pleafare'a bar, 
You'll be rich, though tis only in kiſſes, 
Wich the klud honelt heart of a tar. 


111. 


Beſides, I am none of your ninnies; 
The next time 1 come from afar 

I'll give you a lap full of guincas, 
With the kind, honeſt heart of a tar. 
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IV. | 


Your lords, with fuch fine baby faces, 
That ſtrut in a garter and ſtar, 

Have tbey, under their tambour and laces, 
The kind, honeſt heart of a tar ? 


V. | 
I've this here to ſay, now, and mind it, | 
It love, that no hazard can mar, 
You are {eeking, you'll certainly find it 
In the kind honeſt heart of a tar. 


BALLAD. | 


IN THE OLD WOMAN or EIGHT. 


— — 


8 —— 


Come here ye rich, come here ve great, 
Come here ye grave, come here ye gay, 
Behold our bleſt, though humble fate, 
Who, while the ſun ſhines, make our hey. 


41. 


The gay plum'd lady, with her flate, 
Would the in courts a moment ſtay. 


—— — 
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Could ſhe but gueſs our happy fate, 


Miho, while the ſun ſhines, make our hay«- 


111. 


Nature we love, and art we hate, 
And, blithe and cheerful as the day, 
We ſing, and bleſs our humble fate, 


And, while the ſun ſhines, make our hey. 


IV. 
Hodge gocs a courting to his mate, 
Who ne'er coquets, nor ſays him nay, 
But ſhares content, an humble fate, 


And, while the fun ſhines, they make hay. 


v. 
The captain puts on board his frieght, 

Aud cuts through waves his dargerous way, 
But we enjoy a gentler ſate, 


And, while the ſun ſhines, make our hay. 


VI. 
See Hodge, and Dick, and Nell, and Kate, 
In the green meadow friſk and play, 
And own that happy is our fate, 
Who, while the ſun ſhines, make our hay. 


53 
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VII. 


Came then, and quit each glittering bete, 
Simplicity ſhall point the way, 

To us, who bleſs our humble fate, 
And, while the ſun ſhines, make our hay. 


BALLAD. 


EN THE OLD WONASN OF EIC RTT. 


| 


How kind and how good of his dear majeſty, 
In the midſt of his matters ſo weighty, 
To think of fo lowly a creature as me, 


A poor old woman of eiglity. 


1 
% 


11. 


Were your ſparks to come round me, in love wilh cach 
charm, 
Says I, I have yothing to ſay rye; 
I can get a young fellow to keep my back warm, 
Though a poor old woman of eighty. 


mh: ar _ 
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111. 


John Strong, is as comely a lad as you'll ſee, 
And one that will never fav nay rye ; 
I cannot but think what a om fort he'll be 


To me, an old woman of -:ghty 


tv. 
Then fear rot, ye fair ones, though long 
youth, 
You'll have lovers in ſcores beg and pray t'ye, 
Only think of my fortune, who have but one tooth, 
A poor old woman of eighty. 


paſt 


* Out 


BALLAD. 


IN THE TOUCHSTONE. 


— — — — — 


— 


PARENTS may fairly thank themſelves, 
: Should love our duty maſter, 
.hecking his power, the ſenſeleſs clves 
But tic the knot the faſter. 


To trick ſuch dotards, weak and vain, 
Is duty and allegiance, 


— 


7 
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Whilſt love, and all his pleaſing tram, 
To fly were diſobedience. 


11. 


As ſickle fancy, or caprice, 
Or headlong whim, adviſes, 
Children, and all their future peace, 


Become the ſacrifices ; 


Then trick theſe dotards, weak and van, 
Tu duty and allegiance ; 

Whilſt love, and all his pleaſing train, 
To fly were diſobedience. 


SONG, 


IN THE TOUCIHSTONE., 


— 


Tis life is like a troubled ſea, 
Where helm a-weather or a-Ice, 
The ſhip will neither ſtay nor wear, 
But drives, of every rock in fear; 
All ſeamanſhip in vain we try, 
We cannot keep her ſteadily. 
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But, juſt as fortunc's wind may blow, 
The veſſeb's toſhcated to and fro, 
Yet, come but love on board, 

Our hearts with pleaſure ſtor'd, 


No ſtorm can overwhelm, 


det a. had... A. 


Still blows im vain 
The hurricane, h 


While he ö at the beim. | ; 


= — — — — — — 
—— — — — — — — —— b — - - — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE TQUCHSTONE-. 


| | 5 
} 
My name's Ted Blarney, I'll be bound, 
And man and boy, upon this ground, 
Full twenty years I've beat my raund, 
Crying Vauxhall watch: 


And as that time's a little ſhort, 

With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort, 

To be ſure 1 have not had ſome ſpart, 
Crying Vauxhall Watch. | 


Oh of pretty wenches dreſt ſo uzbe, 
And macaronmes wh 114 ſight, 


1 
| 


| Of a moonlight morn I've bid good night, 
Crying Vauxhall wech. 


2 Þ TG FI 
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The lover cries no ſoul will ſee, 

You are deceived my love, crics ſhe, 

Dare's that Iriſh tacf there meaning me 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


Se they goes on with their amorous talk, | 

Till they gently ſteal to the dark walk, [ 

While I Reps aſide, no ſport to balk, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


Oh of pretty wenches, &c. 


—_—_—_O—__O___————— —— — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WIVES' REVENGE.. 


— 


— — — 5—823—Aä—8 


CUuRT1s was old Hodge's wife, 
For virtue none was ever ſuch, 
She led ſo pure, fo chaſte a life, 


Hodge ſaid 'twas vartue over much 


For ſays fly old Hodge, says he, 
Great talkers do the leaſt dye fee 
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11. 


Curtis ſaid if men were rude 

She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair ; 
Cry'd Hodge, I believe thou'tt wond'rous good, 
However, let us nothing ſwear. 


For ſays, &c. 


111. A 


One night ſhe dreamt a drunken fool 
Be rude with her in ſpight wou'd fain; 
She makes no more, but, with joint ſtool, 


Falls on her huſband might and main.. 
Still ſays, &c. 


IV. 


By that time ſhe had broke his noſe, 
Hodge made ſhift to wake his wife; 
Dear Hodge, ſaid ſhe, judge by theſe blows, 


I prize my vartue as my liſe. 


Still ſays, &c. 


* 


F dreamt a rude man on me fell; 
However I his project marr'd ;- 


1 **— EC Cy — 
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Dear wife, cried Hodge, 'tis mighty well, 
But next time don't hit quit ſo hard. 


For ſays, &c. 


VI. 
At break of day Hodge croſs'd a ſtile, 
Near to a field of newn-mown hay, 


And ſaw, and curſt his ſtars the while 
, 9 


Curtis and Numps in an' rous play. 


Was'nt I right, ſays Hodge, favs he, 
Great 'Talkers do the leaft d'ye fee. 


GLEE. 


IN THE WIVES* REVENCE. 


YOUNG Paris was bleſt juſt a: J am this hour, 
Mhen proud Juno offered him riches and power, 
When ſtately Minerva of war talk'd and arms, 


When Venus beam'd on him a ſmile full of charms. 


Venus“ charms gain'd the prize, what an idiot was he! 


The apple of gold I'd have parted in three; 
C1 5 5 


And, 


Give 


contentiug them all by this witty device, 


Juno, and Pallas, and Venus a ſlice. 


n —— 


ht 9 
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BALLAD, 
IN THE SHEPHERDESS OF Tu 


—  - —— 


CE ˙ LQ ⁵T— AG 


WuE jealous out of ſeaſon, 
When deaf and blind to reaſon, 
Ot truth we've no belief; 


Wuüh rage we're overflowins, 
Nor why, nor he refore Knowing. 


And the heart TOCy throb wah grief. 
— >; 


IT. 


But when the fit is over, 
And kindneſs from the lover 
Does every doubt deſtroy, 


Away fly thoughts alarming, 
Each objett app: ars charming, 


And the heart goes throb with joy. 


01 


02 


1 
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BALLAD. 


TUE SHEPHERDESS OF THE ALPS. 


—ͤ— — — — 
— — — __=-—— 


By love and fortune guided, 
I quit the buſy town; 

With cot and ſheep provided, 
And veſtments of a clown. 


Thus have I barter'd riches 
For a ſhepherd's little Rock ; 
A crook to leap o'er ditches, 
And well to climb each rock: 
A faithful dog my ſteps to guide, 
A ſcrip and hautboy by my fide, 
And my horn, to give the alarm, 
When wolves would harm 


My flock. 


11. 


Ah, ſay then, who can blame me 7 
For beauty tis I roam; 
But if the chaſe ſhould tame me, 


Perhaps I may come home. 


Till then I'll give up riches, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE SHEPHERDESS OF THE ALPS. 


— — — — — 


Tur riſing fun Lyſander found, 
Shedding tears o'er Phillis? tomb, 

Who ſwore he ne'er would leave the ground, 
But paſs his life in that dear gloom. 


Tearing his hair, the frantic youth 
Cry'd, food and raiment I deny; 
And with my life ſhall end my truth, 

For love of Philhs will 1 die 


The 


The radient god made half his tour, 
The kine fought ſhelter from his heat, 

Wich paſs'd within the cottage door, 
Where poor Lyſander drank and cat. 


11s dinner finiſh'd, up he roſe, 


Stalk'd, ſighing, ſilently and flow, 
10 where were hung his Sunday's clothes. 
Then took @ walk (u chaſe he wee. 


— — — YETI. 
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111. 


The fun to Thetis made his way, 
When underneath a friendly ſhade, 
A ſhepherd ſung in accents gav, 


His paſſion for a gentle maid. 


O lovers, what are all your cares! 

Your fighs! your fuftenngs! tell me whet ! 
Jo Daphne *us'Lyſander ſwears, 

And lovely Phaths is forgot. 


SONG. 


IN IHE TOUCHS TONE. 


Mr tears—alas! I cannot ſpeak 
Muſt thank this goodneſs, ſure, divine 
For had I words words are too weak, 


Joo poor to vent ſuch thoughts as ming. 


The ſun, in its meridian height, 
Will gratitude kke this inſpire; 
Whoſe kindly heat and piercing light, 


We wonder at, and we admire. 
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BALLAD. 


iN THE SHEPHERDESS OF rue mes. 


Inn coy Palora Damon s. 
D+mon the witty and the W; 
Dimon, who never fur purſu'd, 


But ſhe became an caſy prey. 


Vet, with this nymph, his ever power 
In Vain hc tries, NO {an Hage moe, 


1 bh S do we ſee tho ten ler flow T 
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111 ; 


Ci . \ 
How to reſolve then? what reſource : 
By far means the will near come to; 
What of a katie gentle force ? 


Suppoſe 1 try what that will do ? 


I know ſhe' Il tears in torrents pour; 
I know her cries will pierce the groves: 
Thus do we fee the teudet flower 


Shrink from the ſun whoſe warmth it loves. 


RONDEAU. 


IN THE SHEPHERDESS OF THT. ALP3 


A ww men! what filly things you are, 
To women thus io humble, | 
Who, fowlec Uke. but {preads he: {11a1e, 
Or, at her timid game 
Takes aim, 


Pop, pop, and down you tumble. 


3 8 1 U ! "s 5 ry 
She maorrxs 903 40 \\ N, » V Deere von „in, 


O'er clover, graſo r {tubble; 
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Can wing you, feather you, or Fill, 


Full «> the tak $ the trouble. 


Ah men, &c. 


Then fly not from us, "tis in van, 
We know the art of ſetting, 
As well as ſhooting, and can train 


The ſnyeſt men our net in. 


Ah men, &c. 


— — — — 


— 
= 


BALLAD. 


IN THE SHEPHERDESS Of TUNE ALPS. 


-- 


= — — —— 


Buicur gems that twinkle from atar, 
Planets, and every leſſer ſtar, 
That darting cach a Cownward rays 


Conſole us for the loſs of day. 


Begone! cen Venus, who ſo bright, 
Reflefts her vitions pure and white, 
Quick dilappeary and quit the Ixics, 


Fir lo! the moon be au to te! 


pO Ä eg ˖˙⅛ 


—_— 
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11. 


Ye pretty warblers of 1 


* 7 * 
Who chant ſuch artieſs 


II , FE 1 in 
165 Irene N 
JE throttle, gurgling 1: 


*F +1 


| * P * 
he grove, 


tales of love, 


4 his throat, 


= * . * 
I he linnet with his ſilver note. 


* : 0 1 . 
The ſoaring lark, the w 


The mellow blac Kbird, 


i 


hiling thruſh, 


1 * * y 
. 1111 
80 11 Ie h, huth, 


7 = | 
F, vaniſh, diſa pear, take wing, 
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Is 


The commls other 180 compounds, 
Aud es, though ancer'd on juſt grounds, 
Keep all vont paſhons wwhin bounds, 


And thou a fellow craft ſhalt be. 


Thus ſymbols of our order are 
The as level, and the ſquare ; 
Which teach us to be juſt and fair: 


* % 1 * *C A . 
And thats the drift of maſonry. 


— _ — — — — — — — - —— — — - k— — — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN HARLEQUILN EREEMASON., 


Tut Sun's a free-maſon, he works all che day, 
Village, city, and town 10 adorn; 
Then from labour at reſt, 
At his lodge in the weſt, 

Takes with good brother Neptune a gag on his 
Thence ripe for the far, 
He flies from all care, 
To Dame Thetis's charm3, 


Till rous'd fram her arms 


By the mor: 


vw a } - 
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So do we, our labour done, 
Firſt the glass, 
And then the laſs, 
And then 
Sweet flumbers give freſh force 
To run our courle, 


Thus with the riſing fun. 


11. 


The courſe of the ſun all our myſlenes defines, 
Firſt maſonry roſe in the caſt, 
Then, to no point cont'd, 
His rays cheer mankind ; | 

elide, who'll deny but he well knows the ſigns ? 


The Grand Maſter he 


1 nca of maſons ſhall be, 


Fo 


Nor {tal} ought the craft harm, 
Tilt to lune and to warm 
ile has ccas't. 
Thea like him, our labour done, &c. 
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IN HARLEQUIN FREFMASON. 


AT a jwvial meetirg of gods ence on high, 
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But ſom: clay-born alloy damps our hcaven!y frre. 


I have -in this IN a mixture incloſe 
Of all the delighis whence good fellowſhip flows 


And we'll taſte of its produce, for mirth's bad at beſt 


7 1 1 
N hen Uiere's any ung Wantipg to gWe It aA zei. 


| 
q 
| 


"SS, 


* 7 * 7 * » + 
1 %z 4 8 a 
Momus ſwallow 'd 
4 1 1 p 4 . a 
* 1 4 3\ 4 10 ;1 
——— — — — — — 
mY — — — — Lö 


* 
3 
te 
1 » 
114141 


x 


* 
I 


ALLAD, 


4908 


1 * 1 © ©® % £ 
* I% FRFEM 
3 + reer e 11 92 4 
5 v 5 . & 
3 8 
= 1 % F 
i 
7 4 : : W 
veto up un 
MH, a> TT 44 * 
* 1 
1 
> CS EY 1. 


ik 
Y it 
TS 4 


181 
0 
1 
1881 
1 1 
1 o 
3 & k - 


3 
x 
TT, T% » 1 
* 
* * % 
2 © 4 
1 EX. 
* 
os 


CI 


%. 
— 


o 
22 


* — 


74 DIBDINS-SELECIED SONGS, 


! 
* 1 ! f \\ {34 [1 | <Q n £ 111 iN fo * { 11 17 (1 Ys, 
7 ” 
he kind one who phes for a fre at the play ; 
8 1 
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To W.ttunter Hall I oft tip the long trot. 


[1 z 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ISLANDERS. 


5 


Tux ladies? faces, now a-davs, 
Are various as their humours, 
And on complexions oft we gaze, 
. ; 1 . LY 
Brought home from the perfumer's. 
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II. I as 't Were DE neath 2 Cl "ak, 

The beauty 's falſe that wins vou, 
ELL N 
Ihen pardon me, by way ot joke, 


It I pretci LIN Dingy. 


I 1» 


A handkerchiet can rub away 
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Y 011 Fi) > an V TZILY 1111 99 
* 


- 1 
The more vou rub, the more vou may, 
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Though to my comrades I'm untrue, 
Honuur ſhall inhdelity applaud, 
And call, in charity to you, 


My broken faith to them a pious fraud. 


F 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ISLANDERS, 


— — ets gc uy. — 
— — — — 


OR RA no talk, no ſay fine word, 


No dreſs him, no look gay, 
x 


Vay little ſing you hear von bird, 


' * 
F111 mate be gone away. 
* - 


Orra tell true, ſte have no grace 
Of lady for him part, 

Dare beauty all be in him faces 
But Orra in him heart. 


11. 


Orra do little, I ſhe do; 
Forgive, for ſhe no gal! 
Toevery ting the pronuie true, 


LOYE I anko, and dat all. 


Eut 6 TIA, && * 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE IST ANDPFRS, 


— — « — 
—— — —— CO — = — _—__ 


Poor Orra tink of Yanko dear 


» : "a as Fi 
| o he be Crone lorecver, 


n ' * - 4 1 1 
For he no des 5 he ſtili live Here, 


And he from here go never. 


Fa Foe RY, 
Lixe on a ſan me mark him face, 
De wave come roll him over, 

1 M ! * 9 Y | - 
De mark him Co, DU! ſtill the abe 


al I 4 * 14 X 4 v* 
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3 $* 
Me ico fore now de tree de flower, 
He droo#I:ke Orra, ſurely, 
An: den by'm bye there come a ſhower, 


H- hold him head up purely: 


Ant fo ſome time me tink me die. 
My heart fo ſick he grieve me, 
Bit na lilw time me Cry 


1 . 1. % * * * w * 
Good deal, and that relieve me. 


— —— —— 1—— — — 
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SONG. 
IN THF ISLANDERS. 
. ' 
PASS is a torrent rude, 
W hich rapid bears down every height, 
A turbulent, unruly flood, 
» © 0 a 2 . . 
Which with the ocean Would unit 
R-iton's a fountain, calm, ſerene, 
Wich, ner gay fields, and laughing bow'rs, 
While it reflects the enclunting {cents 
Is borne among a bed of flowers, 
BALLAD, 
IN THE 1SLANDEPFS. 
— — Tm 
Ane of moſs well it ht prepare, 
V ere. I 11 I [11 ente CTIt 1 , 
[] 


We'll pat his cle. ky, and froke ns huts 


* - * * , 
* . . . » 0 * i 
And * IT 4 | 1111 U s 4 40 ill * lee, + + 8 


— — — CG — — p cc y _ * 5 8 N 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 81 


IT. 

Sweet flowers of every ſcent and hue, | 
Pinks, \ 1vlets, ind roſes, 

And blooming hyvacimths we'll tirew, 


As iweetly he repoſes. 


111. 


And we'll with fond e motto! ſtart, 
And while, with admiration, 

We ſottly tee his flutterin heart, 
Pu ke its 5 pitation. 


— — = — — — — — 5 — — —— — HD2DD— — — —ÿ2 — 1 


—ä—— — — - — — — — — — 


IN THE ISLANDERS. 
Count, courage lads, and drink away, 
A man upon his wedding da) 
Ouvht rartly well his part to 11ay 
i ; | 
At Stingo, or October: 
For, who would be that ſtupid 
ee eee 
| or Wir mm, Caprice, or love, or g 
4 


10 polton, hang, or Wown hem: 


. 
, * _ 7 Z « wy 
Or marrv when he's fober. 
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11. 
For madam's will at nothing flops, 
She muſt have balls, an! routs, and lops, 
And oiten ranſack all the thops, 


In gay attire to robe her: 


Then drink the dav you take a wife, 
A > the luſt comfort of your lite: 
For ever after, no.1ſe and ſtriſe 


Are ſure to keep you ſober. 


— — ———4ũ - 


BALLAD. 


INTENDED FOR TiHE QUAKER 


_ — — 


Taov*'sr heard thoſe old proverbs, ne'e1 
— 
ruth, 


A bird in the hand is worth two in the buth, 


—_—— p j —ðʒ᷑ĩ¶ ̃ ñ ꝙeͤũ 


lean on 


"Tis the money paid Gown that decides who's the 


* fer, 


Who waits upon tortune's ne'er ſure of a dinn: 


r 


1 — [ i, . » 7 - * | . "> l * 
Out of ſight out of mind, delaying breeds danger, 


—_ 
%- 


He uught to be cozen'd who truſts to a ſtrang 


l. eaven t.Kke me frie nd, and the old one niy U 


P 1 
. . 0 ; 1 \ * * 11 1 : * a 
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tes 
Much may fill out 'twixt the cup and the Up, 
The builder's receipt's the beſt {ail in the ſhip, 


Tis a good thing to lend, but a better to borrow, 


Pay me to-day, and Fil truſt vou to-morrow, 


Bras 15 4 good dog, but hold-tita better, 
on may : neſs at a word whenvon Know the firſt le**ers 


There's not the moſt fire where vou fee the moſi [mother, 
Promiſing's one thing, perfor;nins another. 


w=y 


— — 


— ũ 


— — — —— 


— — 


BALLAD. 


IN THF MWMISCHATNCE. 


— _— — —— — 


O THINK on the time when vou came home 2 night, 
And ſapp'd upon mulcles, no hie more wh te, 
When uſed to provide vou Vt many a treat 
Or a> fine Melton oyſtere as ever were eat. 
Now ſee what a change! all the muſcles for ne 
May be trod under foot, or thrown into the leu; 


My Joev is fall. 


44 


_ TY , ® ak o . . 
Ana tic once 13 r&htly tone 


” 0 * 0 * , 
vw itil u Inch I CI (1! OV iter: Slum TOA drone ' 
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When the laſt kit of ſalmon we ſat down to broach, 
And you told me your heart was as ſound as a roach, 
How f{weet was my temper! what joys did I feel, 


Little thinking you'd lip through my hands like an eel, 


But my temper's now chang'd—T, that once was fo mild 
] was thought o be gentle and meek as a child, 
So cruſty am grown, I ne'er ſpeak a word civ ], 


And my cuſtomers lay Fin as cross as the devil. 


111. 

My ſtall was fo clean, and my tubs were fo white, 
They were pertectly— people would tell me—a fight 
TI Itew'd wich iov when the folks told me lo, 


For my itall and my tubs were both ſcower'd for Joe, 


But now they're all dirtv, neglected they lie, 
I vit take them up, and a> oft throw them by, 
For his ſake I pleafure in cleanins them tound, 
He has left me, and now they're as black as the ground. 


0 
BS 


| 
| 
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BALLAD. 


IN PANDORA, 


— OO — — — — 


_ — — —  —— — 


WraT mughty things we women are, 
Wo long tor iruit forbidden; 
Though *rwere our bane, we cannot beat 


The leaſt thing from us hidden : 


But what we fee will we believe, 
Though ill on ill we're heaping, 
Though to this day, from mother Eve, 


We have always paid tor peeping. 


11. 


Thus curious girls, urged by their youth, 


4 


Thoughtleſs what they were doing, 


Have tallchood found difguis'd like truth, 


And mafk'd Ike plesſure, ruin. 


Inſtead of ſmiling, who muſt grieve, 
W hoſe joy, arc tn a to weeping, 
And who too late, | ke mother Eve, 


Find they have paid for peeping. 


8 | 


* 
— — — 
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11. 
Should I to my deſires give way, 
| an Chconmter ſorrow, 
An! that think 3 Food eto. d. IV, 


el. y prove on 11 to-morrow. 


Yet, cautions pr: dence, by your leave, 
The fecrer's in my keeping; 
I ain weak woman 1, and, Ike Eve, 


Canneo t refrain from peeping. 


—— — —— H—— 
——— 


— —0 mmm — — — — — — — — — 


— 


BALI AD. 


© PANDORA, 


— - — 


— — 2 — — 


-In the , haratter of Punch — 


Wrartap ty would be, odds babies and lambs, 
To pollefs the young times by the fide of their mams, 
Not w mm Innocent love, bur, dds pranks and curve: tig 


With ngo, and leerings, and aj rs, and cod ws 


What a pi y a widow, odds Prayers and religion, 
Who has mourn'd tor her Hufband like any tame pigeon, 
Should all on a tudden, odd, fru't that is mellow, 


To comfort lier find out ; (ing) Young tellow. 


| 
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A nd digadon deer, 


Go on her career, 


Dicadon, digadon, 


Odds right turn'd to Wrong: 
Odds bride wells and whipping-rots, pillories and ſtocks, 


When Xladam Pandora has open'd her box. 


* 


9 


What a rity *twill be—odds heorts and odds hands, 
Tit the man whoſe large font ccrrous pity exbands 
Should turn quick as thought, odd; per cent and per 

annum, 


A hunter ot heirs, with a view to trepan 'em. 


What 4 pity a ſtateſm in, odds good of the nat on, 


SS 4 S* + % 


Why tor hours without p enſion would make an orations 
Sould plump in an mitant, odds Janus's faces, 
Sunt his mouth up till given halt a dozen good places. 


PE Pu. eau Po 7 
Aud digadon deer, &c. 


14 
* 
— 


114. 


4 


„ e * 8 o * \ » * #% vF% $ — . o® - 
What a pity *tw:ll be, odds contuſions and ſcars, 


* . $ | LE” 1 4 * 1 . * = 1 PTY my” 1 . 72 * 
1 at . * » $3 184 C93 42191 n ſho! 184 f 1 wack * 141 3 »\ Aa] by, 
N S * 


What a pity young ſcllows, odds rakes and hard livers, 


Should tail in the r youth, through conſumptions and 


\ 
* 
i 
l 
' 

l 


What a pity "twill be, odds priſon and palace, 
I hat a judge thould erect, and a thiet tear the gallows ; 
And what pity, odds vention, and ſturgeon, and trout, 


That eating and drinking ſhould give us the gout, 


And dic 10on deer, &C. 


— — — —— ——ü— ———_ 


— — — — — — — 


B ALLAD. 


IN THE RFASOCNABLF ANIMALS. 


— — 


— A elf Tho bad been à lawyer.— 
By roguery, tis true, 
| opulent grew, 
Juſt Ike any, other proteſiional ſinner; 
An orphan, d'ye ſee, 
Would jſuſt wath gown my tea, 


And a poor fr.endlets w dow would ferve me tor dinner, 


I was, to be ſure, 
Of the helplets and poor 
A guardian appointed io manage the pelt ; 
And I manac'd it well, 
But how - ſays vou-t. 112 


Why 1 let them all ſta ve, to take care of myſelf. 
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11. 


With theſe tricks I went on 
Till, faith Sir, anon 
A parcel of ſtupid, mean-ſpirited fouls, 


As they narrowly watch'c 


me, 
Soon at my tricks catch'd me, 


And, in their own words, haul'd me-over the coals. 


In the pillory—that fate 
For rogues, ſoon or late— 

I ſtood, for the ſport of a diflolute mob; 
Till my neck Maſter Ketch 
Was 10 Cage TO lttetch, 


That I gave the thing up as a dangerous job 


111. 


Now a olf, from their dams 
I teal plenty of lambs, 
Pamper'd high, and well ted—an infatiable glutton— 
In much the ſame tphere 
When a man, I move here; 
Make and break laws at pleature, and Kill my own 


mutton. 
Ihen ſince, for their ſport, 
NG one here moves the court, 


Nor am | amenable to my cp loser, 


. N 


— M: — — — 


— — 


2 — — — 


N 
— — 
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I ſhall ever prefer, 


With your leave, my good fir, 


The Ve of a Molt to the lite of a lau ver. 


— — — — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE. RFASON 


ABLE ANIMALS, 


_ 


— A beg o had been an alderman, 
hon dainties I've had of them all, 
At tavens, Lord Mayor's, and Guildhall, 
Wire the purveyors, nothin; ſtingy, 
Jo fill the Wallet, 
And Panper the pal ite, 


Havc rarities brought from India. 


Then what ſignifies what one take; n, 
For, when one's cram'd up to the chin, 
Why, really, good friend, to my thinking, 
[t on veniſon and wines, 
Or on hogwaſh one dines, 


At laſt tis but cating aud drinking. 


Beſides, I've no books arrange, 
Nor it u i} ce e'er CO 10 change; 


have no bufinects with note, bond, or tally, 
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* 
Nor need T1, from any in luck, 


Either bull, or à bear. or lame duc k, 


Ever fear u addling out ot the alley, 


For dainties, &c. 


—ͤ — — —— — — — — ——— 


BALLAD. 


IN THE RFASONABIÞ ANIMALS, 


— — . — — — 


— A bull 26h9 h been an Iriſhman — 


IST my ſtory you'd know ?—T was Patrick Mulrooney, 
A jebnan, and Ireland my nation : 
To be ſure ! Was not ati it fellow too honey, 


Beiore my tranſmogrification. 


I did not at 1} talk of flames and of darts, 
To conquer the lair—the dear jewel;! 

And wid luſbands, becauſe liv I won their wives hearts 
I did not fi lit plenty of ducls. 


The» zrrah, bodder how you can, 
You'll neer 1erfu,ds ne, honey, 
For I ſhall alu avs bull o1 man, 
Be Patrick Multooney, 
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11. 


When at Almack's, or White's, or at Brooke's, or 
Boodle's, 

I've fat up all night in the morning, 

'Mongft black legs, and coggers, and pigeons, and 

noodles, 


The calling to uſe I was born in : 


To be ſure many honeſt gold guineas it yields, 
Put fince 'tis a ſervice of danger, 
I'm a better man now I'm a bull in the fields, 


To vonping and tilting a ſtranger. 


—U— ———— wi > > — — — — — —— 


BALLAD. 


IN LIBERTY-HALL, 


—— —— CY — 


Were Patience kind to me, 
Or he de nos! 

Far plvti er than cout I'd be, 
Ch ne de nos! 

Leap, ſkip, ed pound, would poor Ap Hugh, 
Al Caprivie and Caper too, 

And friſk, ave jump, aud dance, and look you, 


Oh he de nos! 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 93 


10 
Zut Patience very cruel is, 
Oh he de nos! 
With j bes, cheers, and mos Keries, 


Oh he de nos! 


Which makes to ſigh and fob, Ap Huh, 
And whining his fad tortune rue, 
And crieve, and croan, and crunt, look you, 


Oh he de nos! 


— — — — — — — —.— —— - — — — — — — —— = 


BALLAD. 


IN LIRERTFTY-HALC. 


——_ 


— — — — — ä—œſ2—T— — — 


Wy cx faintly gleams the doubttul day, 
Ere yet the dew-drops on the thorn 
Borrow a luſtre trom the ray 
That tips with gold the 4 neing corn, 
Health bids awake, and homaye pa) 


Jo him who gave another mor. 


And well with ſtrength his nerves to brace, 


Urges the ſportinan to the chaſe. 


LL 
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11. 


Do we purſue the timid hare, 

And trenibling o'er the lawn ſhe boynds ? 
Still of her ſatety have we care, 

Whiſe fee ning death her ſteps ſurrounds, 
We the de:encelefs creature ſpare, 


And intant ſtop the well-taug ht hounds, 


For cruelty ſhould ncer diſgrace 


The wellearn'd plealure of the chaſe. 


$3 


Do we purſue the ſubtle tox, 
Sul iet him breaks and rivers try, 


Throuch marthes wate, or climb the ro KS, 


1 hie de ep-mouth'd hounds thall tollowing fly - 


SY _ . g 7 
Ant wire he every danger mocks, 


UEnpitied thall the calprit die: 
i t 


To 


24 . ' ” ae 
I> COUT ort ot the chaſe. 


quell his cruel, artful race 


v. 
Return'd, with ſhaggy [poils well ſtored, 
JI ur conviviil jovs at niglit, 


5 | lord, 


# , i x | / 1 ” 
Alxious * ho mult {hall 40 him right; 


We twalt, and firit 


| 
| 


——  _— 


OR —— — 


R — — U— — * . OI 
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fair next crowns the ſocial board, 


[ ton 8 thou] | love A5 . I! 4 > [1 ht - 


or he who flight the tender race, 


: Bu 4 | : [ ; / 4 
Is Ti, vill It! 1 't ale. 


2 
W1 
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to my wounds a aviies, 
1 ! 1 
Ft tte KHOWS WW ei 0 e 


vat ent's Pain to 102:ture rites 


q Re . N. —_— 3 , 
14 Hieud iir tr 4 4110 dil 10 8 4 


. ! Ns fT' " * a — 11 
t can the wiſeſt council teach me, 
HM. Dran \% 91 45 81 e 4 

oo = g | . e ar} ine 
44H Nine Cannot TCACT? LIN , 


| t! Aa relle. 


» but WM) I 15 
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BALEAD. 


IN LIBERTY-HALL, 


— — — — 


—— 


Jack RXATIIN was the ableſt ſeaman, 
None Ike him could hand, reef, and ſtcer, 
No dangerous toil but he'd encounter, 


With ſkill, and contempt of fear: 


In fight a hon; tlie battle ended, 

Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit— 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love. 


11. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the lowing liquor, 
For none ef theſe had Jack regard; 
He, while his nieſſmates were carouſing, 


High fitting on the pendant yard, 


Would think upon his tair-one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove; 
That truly he'd atore them living, 


And, dying, fizh—to end his love. 


— _ „ — os 


— 
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wo 
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111. 
The ſame exprets the crew commanded 
Once © ore to veiw their native land, 
a Among the reſt, brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Would it had been his love's fair hand! 


Oh fate—her death defac'd the letter, 


Inttant her pulſe forgot to move, 


With quiv'ring lips, and eyes lifted, 
He heav'd a figh— ant dyv'd tor love! 
G LEE. 
IN LIBERTY-HALL. 
Wu r if my pleaſures fools condemn, 
Becauſe I am not dull, like them, 
! a Becauſe no minute I let pats, 
| Unmark'd by a convivial glats' 
Or elle, retir'd trom ſtrite and notte, 


1 teinpt the fair to ſolter 105 
A mortal w:th a foul divine, 


Alternate crown'd with love and wine. 


11. 


Theſe hall on earth my being thare, 


— — 


And when 'n gone, it in my heir 
£ ö 


e 6 
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My ſpirits live, let him not mourn, 


But ſee embots'd upon my urn 


Bacchus and Venus in a wreath, 
With this inſcription underneath: 
% This mortal had a foul divine, 


4 Alternate crown'd with love and wine.“ 


— — — — — —— — — — — - — — — — — 
— — m — — _ — — — — — — 


BALLAD. 


—— — 
— — " —— — — 


Wurx tairies are lighted by night's ſilver queen, 
And feaſt in the meadow, or dance on the green, 
My Lum En atide lavs his plough and his fail, 


By yon d& to fit near me, and tell his fond tale. 


And though I'm aTur'd the ſame vows were believed 
By Patty and Ruth, he torfock and deceived, 
Yet, {o fweet are his words, and like truth ſo appear, 


I pardon the treaton, the traitor's ſo dear, 


. 
I {aw the ſtraw bonnet he bought at the fair, 


The roie-colour'd ribbon to deck Jenny's hair, 
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The ſhoe-ties of Bridget, and ſtil] worſe than this, 


The cloves he gave Peggy to! ſtealing a Kits. 


All theſe did I fee and with heart-rending pain, 
Swore to part; vet ! know, when I ſce him again, 
His words and his looks will Ike truth ſo appear, 


I ſhall pardon the treaſon, the traitor 's 10 dear. 


ee — — — — — - —— — 
—— 


1 mn * = — — 
—— — — — — * 


BALLAD. 


IN LIBERTY-HALLU. 


; — —— 


— —— — — — AUC Ee 


Ser the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports are begun, 
The contfuſion but hear !—T'H bet vou r- done, done; 
Ten thouſand ftrange murmurs retound far and near, 


Lords, hawkers, and jockies, afſall the tir'd car: 


While with neck like a rainbow, erecting his creſt, 
Pamper'd, pra teing, and pleas'd, his head touching his 


* ' 1 
11 ii, 


Scarcely ſuutfing the air, he's fo proud and elate, 


The high. mettled racer fit tarts tor the plate 


11. 
Now renard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch ruſh, 


Hounds, horſes, and huntſmen, all hard at his bruſh; 
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They run him at length, and thev have him at bay, 
And by fent and by view cheat a long tedious way : 


While, alike born for ſports of the field and the courſe, 
Always ſure to come thorough, a ſtaunch and fleet horſe; 


When fairly run down, the fox vields up his breath, 


The high-mertled racer is in at the-death. Ii 
2 
** 
{ . 
A 
111. N 


Grown aged, uſed up, and turn'd out of the ſtud, 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and windgall'd, but vet with ſome blood, 
While knowing poltiltien his pedigree trace, 
Teil His 1am VV Oil tits a eepſtakes, his fire gain'd that 
race 3 | 
And what matches he won to the hoſtlers count o'er, 
As they loiter their time at fome hedge alehoute door, 
While the harneſs tore galls, and the i urs his fide goad, 


The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road. 


IV. 
Till at laſt, having labour'd, drudg'd early and late, 
Bow'd down by degree, he bends on to his fate, 
Bl:nd, old, lean, and feeble, he tuggs round a mill, 


Or draws land, till rhe land of his hour-glaſs ſtunds itil; 


3 —- — 
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ad , 14 U fel. 18. { xpoſt R | 765 thc \ OW, 


| 


And now, c. 
Sh *2C7 hich he YE 


In the very ane [i 
While a pity'ng Crov 4 his fad ret'cks ſurround, 


Tune nigh-uettled racer 18 fold oO! 


(terday res, 


516 ! 
111 11171 11 


6 - — u-tU — 
— —— ů —ů— — — — — 


BALLAOD. 


IN II B FRT NY A. L.. 


1) „nat | «* 1 
'Y 1. mnmons ie a ien 


* . 1 * : . 
Do thirſty ſhecp love toiitan 


0 1 1 | * , 
Iv Dru Qs jove 4 QOOICUM Nei 
wou : 


je 


EEK 


Or goats the craggy 


y : 1 8 % _ * % , 914 
e it be true theſe things are 10, 
\ UG cs hw 
7 fri L\ fie > NN [Oresn, 
» * 
And os vit I vng car. $ 
U 1 188 1 
R 00! fit TOO \ de E a 10 di, 
As ein, dat, treæe, p. , pimp, 


The bells 91 Abel 1 1 


11. 


1 5 


Do keffels love a witifp of liny? 


Dov (prightly kids love prancing? 


O1 
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Do curates crowdies love to play > 


01 peaſants mor:ce-dancing ? 


— 


— 
— 


be true, &c. 


— a tet re Ps ets — — — — — — — — — — — — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN IIHF. BENEYVOTENT TAR. 


— —— 


A league ot thof: miſty old lubbers, 
* T1 * 4 44 * - 
Wilo tells us to fait and to think, 
C | 1288 1 * . 

And patent {11 in with life's rubbers 

a 1 


With nothiag but water to drink. 


{ ” end Ch,otd ff * ; ** __— | 
A Cankd (FO) 4 1 a ry ? T4 \ 1 ** 2 * 165 
* 1 1 3 4 
114 * © ;% % . Tx % o TY * 
ul hase fet them tor pleaſure agog, . 
4 * A a 
A { * + +] | 
4110 11 111 0 Lilie 1e; 
63 * ? 
* $ : 155 

i | xz 


11. 
NIy father, when lat ] troin Guinea 
| ” #9 , 1 ——— Lk a A 
Ie LTH 0 ” P , lan. * 01 * cealth, 


+. TR * } 1 we , . 
Creed tk my ii ma inn 
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zo f ſhew'd him the ſtuff], and he twigg'dd it, 


And eit ſet the old codget 480g. 


And he ſwigg'd, and mother, 
\ nd ſiſter, and brother, 
And I ſwige'd, and all of us fw, g'd it, 


1 1 1 
AnJ ſwore there was nothing Ike grog. 


111. 


2 , 7 « © % Fa. _ a * _ * 
Fs 1101 day > the chaplain Was 1 N 4 


F Beliint him I curiouſly funk, 
And v [141e he our duty Was ten uin * 
As how we {ſhould never get run, 
{ ſhew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg'diit, 
Ind it ſoon ſet his revirence agog, 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick fwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwigg'd, 


! { vv igg'd, 411d all OI: US ſwigg'd it, 


a 
— 


* 8 
” 1 Tx 4 1 l 1 * % Y 
lere Wa NOTE! 1 |: 80 103. 


» 


me” 


, ! : 
| hen ty: 1 — Let % Fit , 118 INK 
1 | z 
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As for me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good {tuff has ſo ſet me agog, 

Sick or well, late or early, 

Wind fouly or fairly, 

Helm a-lee or a weather, 

For hours together, 


ve conſtantly ſwigg'd it, 


of 


And, dam*me, th:cre's nothing like grog. 


— — — — — — — 


—— 


BALLAD. 


IN THE BTNEFVO 


— — 


LENT TAX. 


— — 


Wu usr arcufies pride and ambition? 
Soon or late death wil take us in tow: 


Each bullet has got its commultion, 


And when our time's come we mult go. 


Then drin and ſing—bliang pain and forrow, 
* 1 ' F 

The halter was made tor the neck; 

He that's now alive and Jufty— to-morrow 


* * \ 1 « ! 1 * * 
1 7 , % # | 
| 114 Arad b. ret. 141 4 n 19 * A 
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wi 


11. 


There was little Tom Lnſtock of Dover 


Cot Kill'd, and left Poll in Len, 


Poll cry'd, but hy griet was (oor 
And then ſhe got arrest ara! 


* 


a 4 0 
x ae He * 
1 Len AGrin &, LA 


= — 
—— L hy ' . . = * 
, * © 4 v# 1 # . 4 
— \ + ! ) COOK TO Zuzz ling che ul . 


' + 6A. 1 MF. * * 
Ii he tumb n old Davy's 


af 3 % 4 41144 * 14 a4 © 


F 4+ *% ' "> SAY 1 + by £- * the % © 3 

OF OUT prize TIN . Hen O INC [4 10.81 5 
— * % B Fi . } N . 
Take of joy while *tis going our freak; 


For what argufies calling the d toi 


W hen the anchor of lite 15 apeak. 


Then drink, &C. 


— Alito. AM. th 
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BALLAD. 


IN THF BENFVOLENT TAR, 


Cn — — 


A $A1LOR*s love is void of art, 
Plain ſalling to his port, the kcart 
: y 


H- knows no jealous fully : 


"Tis hard endugh at fea to war 
With boiſterous elenents that jar— 


All's peace witli lovely Poly. 


. 
Fnough that, far from ſighit of ſhore, 


Cl-udts frown, and angry billows roar, 


Stilt is he br:(k and jolly: 


And alhile carouſing with his mates, 
Her health he drinks—anticipates 


The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


111. 
Should thunder on the hor'zon preſs, 
MI>xking our ſignals of diſtreſs, 


K'en then dull melaucholy 
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Dares not intrude :—he braves the din, 
In hopes to find a calm w thn 


Ihe {ſnowy arms ot Polly. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE MILK-MAID. 


— — — — 


SweeT ditties would my Patty ſing. 
O14 Chevy Chaſe, God {ave the King, 
Fair Roſemv, and Sawnv Scot, 
[ilebularo, the Iriſh Trot, 


All theſe would fhng my blue-ey'd Patty. 


As with her pail ſhe'd trudge along, 
While {till the burthen of her fony 


My hammer beat to blue-ey'd Patty. 


11. 
But nipping froſts and chilling rain 
Joo ſoon alas choak'd every ſtrain; 
I v0 ſoon, alas! the miry way 
' A 8 by : 8 * 
Her wet thod feet did fore dilmay, 


And hoarſe was heard my bluc-ey d Patty. 
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While I for very mad did cry; 
Al could 1 but igain, jaid !, 
Hear the ſwect voice of blue-ey'd Patty! 


111. 


Love taught me how—1 werk d, I ſung 


. * 


' * hy 3 0 1 . , 1 
Iv anvil glos dem hammer rung, 


— 


1141 Nai form d Trom out ti nre, 


| 
| © bear her eet above the mire, 
„ . » © ; . a 
An enznie tor my biue-ey d Patt. 
— - - * 


Ag un was heard each tuncfui cloſe, 
NI tur one on the patten TOE, 


Wiluch tages its name from blue -er'd Patty. 


IN PARVPST-HOART 


. 7 % 
A 5 Dermot toil d ane {ummer*s day, 


— = H„—œ,—É ſ— — — 
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Where, poor Dermot is it gone, 
Y our lilv lilv lovdee ? 
They've left vou notlüng but che drone, 


* 1 " . #% 2 1 
And thar's yourſelf, yuu noodle. 


Beum bum boodle, lood e lo, 
Poor Dermot's p De is loſt and < nes 


7 f » 1. * - % 18 
And what will the poor devil do? 
4 


11. 


0 . . 
Fat, now Tam ua ſone and more, 


% 91 Fa * 1 11 * SS 3 
Cry*+ Dermnot-—ah will vou be a | 
| i o \ * le ww id : ® 1 het 5 . 

» 
Is re an run crazy 
* « * 18 o } F 7 * 
% # 
\ | ( le, 
* * | | 0 N 0 * ” \ _ 'S x * 
I ' $ as Yo # * = 17 m. 3 15 4 ne 
An Dermot thou rt a noodie. 
| 11 iv Iv Y? ve 1 . | le ! " 
f CI: , * 10 * 
N! r . 5 ' * ©, IN » 1 1 . One — 
hd 
\ * «7 * kj 1 * 
* ws + » LS % I WES a0 | O'S G 
111. 
B : * : 

» - | n A! I} 4 1 In ? \ OX, 

. * ! * 0 EP 3 * * 1 : - 7 9 | 
4 i | % KK EL WH If i 144 14140 * 11 me, 
89 C | * 4 * | ' 

- 190 Deaf OUT ok true 35, 


iy LI SC IOW JHUCH YOU 10 d me. 
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Come cheer thee Dermot, never moan, 
But take your hly loodſe, 

And for the heart of you that's gone, 
You {hail have mine, you noodle. 


Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 


And tor the reſt— hat's dat to vou. 


BALLAD: 


IN CLUMP AND CUDDFN. 


Tuts, this my lad's a {oldier's life, 

He marches to the ſprightly fife, 

And in each town, to ſome new wite, 
S.\cars he'll be for ever true; 

Fe's here—he's there—where is he not 

Var:ety'> his envied lot, 


He e..ts, drinks, ſlceps, and pays no ſliot, 


And tullowsthe loud tattoo. 


11. 


— 


— 


ald ont to face his country's foe: 


r — 1 
The tears ef fond dome ſtic woes 


> 


* ' C 4 1 
10 Catill Laine 
I * 9 1 E X : = 
* 1 = 7 7 TE, te, « 
| * ' * * 7 
4 — CY 3 111 1 


ho 1 
. thrau h 


TIS ! JO 4 LILC 4 


3 7 

14 , ! *þ * 

4 4 118 it I ite 
0 1 

CG vp / " "8. ; © * 8.4 

— : . 4 «ty 


* * 17 ws : 
&. * 39 9 1 
* „ 0 


He wields his cru 


9 8280 
countrv's caule— 


Gang 


Ou tattoo. 


133 3 1 1 
ind thanks his tar. 


take Oo TUE 5 


1 to! 


inger's cars, 


4 d pain, 


111ts out the {laing 


And, 1471 1nd zan \ % S345 4 £ 


1 


ad un, 


BP ALLAD. 


TON 


4 i 10 

Arraiilt him tor part 
At the tl: Word ale h 
He fight! h. Kl giants! 1 


THUMB, 


Ee — 
— es canner In * 


m Thumb that you mean, and his 


* 1 ; 


KO 
battics ? 
LG) f . 
1 LOINE * il es and I ITLICS — 
be quabeng, 


nerves WHAT 


: LF Tel ine? 
 UU allo ISS 
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As well may vou tell 1s that eagles fear larks, 

That mice cat up lions, and ſprats ſwallow tharks : 
Then talk not of anv ſ':ch non{cnce to me— 

With your confounded boderum bumboodle liddle bee. 


It, 


Tom Thumb! ſuch a ſhrimp ſure no eyes ever faw— 
He han les his arms as a fly hugs a ſtraw : 

To be fire in the vars dangers certain to quit him, 
For the tacf's ſuch a flca dare's no bullet can hit him. 


And then as to courage, my jewel— hoot, hoot | 
Arrah did not I find him chin deep in my bout ? 
' 


Then talk not of anv ſuch nonſenſe to me, 


Wid your confounded bode um bumboodle liddle lee 


111. 


Tom Thumb marry you l—moſha honey bea ſy, 
Were it not for your ſenſe, I ihould think you gone craz; 
Shall a fine ſtately oftrich thus wed a Cock {parrow ? 


I cte 4 haiberd tuck up by the ſide of an arrow— 


Or a flv on a church, or a mountain and monte, 
Or a piſmire that crawis by the unde f a houte : 
Then talk not of anv ſich nonientes to me, 


Wid your confounded boderum, bumboudle lidale lee, 


TAT 2 


| 
17 
An! 


SELECIED 


BALLAD. 


rid is up m arms 


50168. 


% 
5 


. © — y * © 4 a 
talks of nought but Celia's charms, 


I 14t CYOWQAs ot lovers, near and Jar, 


Come all to fee this biazing ſtat 


I's true ho 1 15 


But that ſhe 


A Ii | { 


* % * » y*® } 
kde Weber ieee 


[ don't believe 1 Word ont. 


Int 


Hor homa 


Sne 


WW 1 


0 "_ v4 
I! }\ heard 191 
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* 
1 and 
$ +%&S % 
% | | 1 ' 
= =» 1 TT © % . 7% 
1 1441 2 * f ' a 3 l % I & 
UW 


A bottle and a 


* .* 
But to her be 
* % 1 8 , 1 
That Betty has no privaic kev 


I n \ i 8 12 . ' 3 
T don't b. lleve 2 10 ra \ 1 Cc 


— EE — ne OOO OR —Tk—½0'!— . —— —⅛ — 


o y * } * a - 
wy 80 s 04 1 \ = , FY 
SP!RI! % (31 111111 1429 01 EY F \ £ ! Th 
Þ : g . % % * \ * 5 
Clausen, 1110 5 it, 6 'S, \ ! * 10 * ” ® 
* 1 * 
11110 # © ®# 


v'Y* 4 1 * 
CQOLIIL $ w 


Spirit OT AIT ir, 00. ICS \ — o me "i 


Spirit of a fa or who leaves ht: ety las, 
% * * 
Spirit of a drunkard de, ri d of his g ats, 


Spirit of a virgin, old and antiquated, 
Who forty lang winters had ſign'd out 


Come here! come her: 


Spirit of a quaker, deceiv'd in jrett! 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 115 


. * = . 1 * 
. 'f O! : n S | * 1 kN, v 5 Ave s 0 12 tricks ot vouth, 
* 31 * 


: . ' 1 oh I. 
Spit CT Or an nepoc rte. 9.9 . ro peak the truth, 


& of X 52 a N 2 bj 2 pa 
Spirit of a Britain, juſt arriv'd gay France in, 
. * 


EF 1 * / » f 1 8 4% ö "% 5 1. 
Who ſtead ot beet and nIntung, meets u ith nouglit but 


- 

»d 
* . ag ' 

C THC hc: LL ONINIC u 


ST 5 » _ 
writ of an alderman, the dinner thrown down, 
Spirit of a lover who has juſt rect ved a tron n, 


irit of a beauty diſappointed ot her gon, 


— — — — — — 


BALLAD. 


1 — * # * - , " * 4 0 * 
I' tell vou a Nory—1 ſtor that's true 
A tory that's trag! and CONNCAI 1 
* R ” "Þ o | * 1 = 

is of a miſchance that was readv to fall 

7 1 2 ' EE ' 3 : n | 
On this realm, tarough the {k ylight ot Weſtminſter-hall. 
» m p s 3 : - 1 © 1 „ 9 * * 1 38 * 
Sing bags and bricfs, bands, gowns, and other like rigs, 
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Took her mop tor a pitch 


abs bs 2.1 than ts! >(t 
One appearmg, noxever, Ce: rd than the reſt, 
- * 1 © © a 1 . * * 
Their abfürd appreneniions 1 turn'd to a jeſt 
5 | 1 1 R — WW 4 ke 
Ering. CONN a re | 0 l * bs. i Ot Tak vou Fills bout, 


o 1 ou 1 1 3 «i f 
He'll be PuUnci 1a}, ne'er tear, but YOUl time 15 not out. 
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PALLAD. 


Far, honey, in Ircland, I'd find out a aw 
In each Capias, cach battery, and action : 
For dere—oh my ful ſatisfaction is law. 


y + 1 5 . 
And, wiat's better, fait law's ſatisfaction. 


When to cut vour friend's trote dat affronts you's the 
word, 

From that argument none will be fhrinkin * 

For we clear knotty points by the point of the (word, 


L 33% & Fy 


And make flaws 1a Je enough with our pinkin 


* 1 on la 8 * 
And great are the pleaſures it vield, 
Ta < Fa 166 FF 1 NI i * . 1 
White our ſeconds are hard at on; back, 


And boldly we both take the fi id, 


444 


Wid our tierce and our carte—ſa, ia, u hack 


11. 


Arrah troth were a iolman purſu'd at his heel 


RF > hs 1 
Fy a CO 181 c T1 2 O! ct Vale, 


1 " * 4 18 „ 9 » £ * £* © - » $ 2 
To be ſure in three 1nutes the taef wor 


1d not feel 


O'er his lconce a tieht bit of ſhelalv. 
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Ot returns, that in law cut u 
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_— 


DIPDiN'S SELECTED SONGS. 119 


e our returns by a turn of the wriſt, 


| —__ i * 3 8 
a bonds by th- pull of a triggers 
8 — 
1 © ” 
7 — Li; 0 l | 7 i 5 11 * * 


What a natural was T fo ſoon 


With pleature to quaver away! 


-- 


For. I'm. humm'd, I think, now: to ſome tune, 


"1 ' | +4 * 18 -  £# 
Sho. has left me the piper to pay. 


. . A * 
| 1 . a 1 > * 1 F 
Ns to ſhake, but ſhe's in a wren? key, 


11e r ' | wa oy + 
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Whoc'er to the crotchets of love 
Lets lis heart dance a jigg in his breaſt, 
Toll a bar to hi lapping 15 prove, 


And ſhall ſurely deprive him of reſt, 


I s1NG of a war ſet on foot for a tov, 
And of Paris and Helen, and Hector, and Trov, 
Where on women, Kings, ven"rals, and coblers you 


J N 
* of SY 
tumble, 


1 1 } ; 
* 17 o + 4 % * 9 er P * - 15 4 * 5 i 
And of IILC ITIaS ald &\ L109 me. { a Ver range Jumble: 


didderdeo bubberoo, oh my OV, 
How Iweetly they did one another deftroy ! 
Come fall up your bumpers, the whiſkey <enjov, 


l * S Vs * 18 i . [ * 0 L 5 
Nay WE NZ ET lee the Ike of the ſiege of Tro 


11. 
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it. 

Avamemnon, and all the great chiefs of his houſe, 
Soon took up the cauſe f this hornified fpoute, 
While 1130 ſaid this th ng, and Venus faid that, 


And the gods fell a wrangling they Knew not for what. 


Sing didderou, &C, 


2. 
Oh den ſuch a ſtaugliter, and cutting of trotes, 
And ſlaving of Hullocks, and offering uf Zoatst 
Till th: cunning Ulyſſes, the Trejaus to crots, 


Clapt forty fine follows in one wooden horte 


Sing did deroo, &c. 


V. 
Oh den for to ſee the maids, widows, and Wives, 
Crying ſome for their virtue. and ſme for their lives; 


Thus after ten vears they'd detended their town, 
Poor dear Iro in ten miuutes was all burat on! 


111 0 
8 8 dd od, Et. 


Vi. 
Zut to ſee ho it ended's the bei joke of 2'l. 
Scar 


Had wWiungd Vicuclaus aiccnded tne wal, 


| & * 3 N 
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But he blubb'ring ſaw Helen, and, oh ſtrange to tell, 


I he man took h > mare, and fo all was welt. 


Sing didderoo, &c 


— —ͤ —EH—ĩ——— . —— ͤ ñbS' . — — ſ— — ſ — 


— —————— nr. — 


RALLAD. 


i ;51rxG_ U'yides, and thole chiets 
\V ho, out of near a mii1on, 
So luckily their bacon ſav'd 


Before the walls of 1 


Yankee doodle lood'e doo, 
Black negro he get jumbo, 

And when you come to our town 
We'll make you drunk win bumbo. 


Who having taken, fack'd, and burnt, 
That Very ür it of cit es, 

R-turn'd in triumph, while the bards 
All truck up aiuorous itties. 


Yankee dcode, 
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111. 
The Cvclops firſt we viſited, 
Ulylles made him cry out, 
For he eat Nis mutton, drink his wine, 
And then he pok'd his eye out. 


Yankee doodle, &c. 


From thence we went to Circe's land, 
Wo faith a girl of ſpunk is, 

For ſhe made us drunk, and chang'd us all 
To alles, goats, and monkies. 


Yankee doodle, &c. 


U 


V. 


And then to hell and back again, 
Then where the Syrens Cara, 

Swell cadence, trill, and ſhake, almoſt 
As well as Madam Mara. 


Yankee doodle, &c. 


VI. 


To fell Charibidis next, and then 
Where yawning Scylla"grapples 
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Six men at once, and eats them all, 
Juſt like fo many apples. 


Yankee doodle, &c. 


1 
Vil. 


From thence to where Apollo's bulls, 
And theep all play and fkip fo, | 
From whence Ulyſſes went alone 
To the iſland of Calypſo. 


Yaikee doodle, &c. | 
Viil, 
And there he kiſs'd, and toy'd, and play'd, | 


"15 rue upon my life ſir, 
Jill, having turn'd his miſtreſs off, | 


He's ce1mng to his wife hr, 


Va kee doodle, &c. 


— —ñů —ͤ —ͤ— 


GLEE. 


— — 


We, on the preſent hour relying, 
1 hiak not of future, nor ot palt, 


„ 1 
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LC 


But ſ-ize each moment as tis flying, 


Perhaps the next may be our laft, 


Perhaps old Charon, at his wherry, - 
This moment waits to watt us ober; 
Then charge your g laſſes, and be merry, 
For fear we ne'er ſhuuld charge them more, 


With brow auſtere, and head reclining, 
Let envy, ave, and haggard care 

Grow ſower, and at our joy repining, 
Blame pleatures which they cannot ſhare. 


- 


Put round the glaſſes, and be jolly, 

In ſpight of all ſuch idle ſtuff, 
Whether 'tis wiidom, or *tis folly, 

lis pleaſure boys, and that's enough. 


BALLAD. 


— — — 
— — r— . — 


I've made to marches Mars deſcend, 
Juſtice in jigs her ſcales ſuſpend, 
Nlagicians in gavots porteng, 


And Furies black wigs briſtle: 
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To preſtos Pallas ZEgis* blaze, 

Snakes twiſt to fugues a tho.tfand wars, 

And Jove wh ſe rowns with liglitnivg raze, 
At ſound of the prompter's whiſtle, 


11. 


Ive made a ſun of poliſh'd tin, 
Dragons of wood, with ghaſtly grin, 
A canvas fea, the which w thin 


Did leather Dolphins Caper i 


I've ſtrung with packthread Orpheus' lvre, 

Made the2p and oxen dance with wire, 

And have deſtroy'd, with painted fire, 
Grand tempies of cartridge paper. 


111. 


I've made a ſwain, his love aſſcep, 

Chide warbling bird: and bleating ſheep, 

While he himſelf did bawling keep, 
Like boatman at a ferry : 


T've racks made that no blood could fpill, 

Foul portion that could do no ill, 

And daggers queens and princes kill, 
Who are alive and merry. 
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BALI AD. 


—— — — — 
— 


Wut lat from the Straight we had fairly caſt anchor, 
| went, born. K „ to hal, 

With ou ntab'e> ſtor d, tor our voyage was a [panker, 
And bran new was every fail: 

But 1 knew: we'l enough how. with words ſweet as honey, 
Tier trick us poor tars of our guild, 

And whea th- flv givſics have ftinger'd the money, 
I be bay they pour Jack gave t- hold. 


x 
So I chaſed her, d'ye fee, mv lads, under falſe colours, 
Sure mv riches were all at a1 end, 
That d ſpirte awav all my good looking dollars, 


And buirow'd my togs of a frend : 


Ol hen hid vou fern her, no longer my honey, 
"I was var'et audacious, and bold, 

Begone from m ſiglit nov vou've ſpent all your money 
For kitty the bag you may hold, 


"TH 
With that 1 took out double handfals of ſhiners, 
And {corutully bi | her Loud bye, 


'Twou'd have done yeur hear goud had you ſeen her 


nine Airs. 


How ſhe'd leer, and ſhe'd job, and ſhe'd figh ; 
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But I ſtood wel! the broadſide, while jewel and honey 
She call'd icy [ put p the gold, 

And bearing away, as I {ack'd all the money, 
Left the bag for Mam Kitty to hold. 


3 
| 


BALLAD. 


INTENDED FOR THE QUAKER. 


— — — 


— — — 


Tuo man of firmneſs turn this way, 
Nor time by abſ-ncc meaſure, 

The ſportive dance, the ſpriglitly lay 
Snall wake thee into pleaſure : 


Spitz of thy formal out ward man, 
Thourt gay, as we ſhall prove thee ; 
Then checr ther, augh away thy ſpan, 


And let the ſpirit move thee. 


11. 
None are mare juſt, incre true, more ſair, 
More upright in thier dealings, 
Than men of thy picf-fitun are, 


But are they Without teclings p 
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E'en now I know thy honeſt heart 
Full forely doth reprove thee ; 

Be gay then, in our joy take part, 
And let tie ſpirit move thee. 


— — 0 * — ” _ 


BALLAD. 


— — — — — 


Ix Paris, as in London, 

Vice thrives, and virtue's undone ; 

Errors, paflions, Kant Oi truth., 

Folly, in age as well as youth, 
Are things by no means rare ; 

3 if by (+ 111 . 3 1 3 

ant hnoncft uinrers, friends ſincete, 

And judyes with their conſcience clear, 


Cet qu'on ne Vuit guete. 


. 
' Doi wn ' - 8 * 
in 9. 115 N things Vary, 
Sixteen and fixty marry : 
Fa a | 
en preſuming on their purſe, 


He irs With their eftates at nur te 


b 


* 5 x \ o % 
Are T:2 178 D) NL meins time 
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But doctors who refuſe a fee, 
And wives and huſhands who agree, 
C'eſt qu'on ne voit guere. 


In Paris idle paſſion 

And folly lead the faſhion; 
Attention paid to ſhew and dref: 
Modeſt merit in diſtreſs, 

Are things by no means rare : 
But*friendſhip in ſarcaſtic ſneers, 
And honeſty in widow's tears, 

C'eſt qu'on ne voit guere. 


— — 
— — 


— — —— — —_— — 


RALLA OD. 


— — —— — — — 
— 


BenorD the tairies? jocund band, 
Who firm, though low of ſtature, 
*Gainſt giant vice ſhall make a ſtand, 


Portraying human nature. 


F 0 3 
We've characters of every mould, 


All tempers, forins, and ſizes, 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 


The grave, the gay, the young, the old, 


Hid under quaint diſguiſes, 
Then hey for the fairies, &c. 


It. 
We have a prieſt who never ſw ears, 
But who is always ready 
With money, or advice, or prayers 


To help the poor and needy. 


Then hey for the fairies, &c. 


#3 £5 
A man and wite, who both on crutch 
Are now obliged to hobble, 
Who fifty years, or near as much, 


Have never had a ſquabble. 


1en hey tor the fairies, &c, 
Then hey tor the t & 


IV. 
A magiſtrate upright and wiſe, 
Jo whom no bribe is given, 
And who betore th. charming eves, 


Can hold the balance even. 


Then hey for the fairies, &c. 
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V. 


A learn'd phyſician of great {kill, 
All cures, I'ke Galen, pat in, 
Who never does his patients kill, 

Take tees, or jabbers latin. 


Then hey for the fairies, &c. 


, f © 
A country ſpuire who hates the ſmelt 
Ot Stingo and October, 
A modern poet who can ſpell, 
And a mulictan ſober. 


Then hey tor the fairies, &c. 


VI1. 
Away then, comrades, beat to arms, 
Dipl your ſporttul banners, 
Strke hard at vice, explore talſe charms, 


And catch the I'ving manners, 


Then hey tor the fairies, &c. 


| 
k 
„ 


? 
l 
# 
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BALLAD. 


Ci4a1Rs to mend, old chairs to mend. 


Like mine to botch in each man's tate, 
Each toils in his vocation— 
One man tinkers up the (tate, 


Another mends the nation. 


Your parſons preach to mend the heart, 
Thev cobble heads at college; 
hyſicians patch with terms of art 
And latin, want of knowledge. 


But none tor praiſe can more contend 
Than !, 
Who cry 


Old chairs to mend. 


11. 
Your lawyer's tools are Jaws for pleas; 
They manners mend by daumag; 
Wigs arc Pate he for deg ces, 
An: lovers ute romancing : 


Fortunes are mended up and made, 


Jo irequently, with places— 
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With rouge, when their complexions fade, 
Some ladies mend their faces. 


But none for praiſe, &c. 


BALLAD. 


A tinker I am, 
My name's Natty Sam, 
From morn to night I trudge it: 
So low is my late, 
My perſonal eſtate 
Lies all within this budget. 


Work tor the tinker ho, good wives, 
For they are lads of mettle— 

*I were well if you could mend your lives, 
As I can mend a kettle. 


it. 
(> 
The man of war, | 
The man of the bar, ; 


Phyſicians, prieſts, free-thiakers, 
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That rove up and down 
Great London town, 
Wat are they all but tinkers? 


Work for the tinker, &c. 


'Thoſe *mong the great 
Who tipker the itate, 
And badger the minority, 
Pray what's the end 
Ot their great work, my friend, 


But to rivet a good majority? 


Work for the tinker, &c. 


Iv. 
This mends his name, 
hat cobbles his tame, 
That tinkers his reputation: 
And thus, had I time, 
I could prove in my rhyme, 


Jolly tinkers of all the nation. 


Work tor the tinker, &c. 
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BATTAD. 


— —— — — 


ART one of thoſe mad wags, whoſe brain 
Intruder reaſon can't contain, 

Who are of ſuch unruly minds, 

They buffet waves, and ſplit the winds: 


In blanket robe, and crown of ſtraw, 
Who to mad ſubjects deal mad law! 
It this *tis makes thy boſom well, 


Hie good demoniac to thy cell. 


11. 


Or art thou drunk—a trenzy too, 
One of that hair-brain'd, noity crew, 
Who vigils keep at Bacchus's ſhrine, 


And drown good reaſon in bad wine | 


Every deſire in life who think 


Compris'd in a defire to drink | | 
I: by this demon thou'rt pofleſt, 
H.e tlie good drunkard home to reſt. 

' 
| 111. 


Or art in love, and ſo gone mad: 


Doſt go with folded arms ? art ſad ? 
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Doſt ſigh ? doſt languiſh ? doſt play pranks ? 
For which contempt 1s all thy thanks ? 


Doft pant ? doſt long for ſome frail charms, 
Devored to another's arms ? 

In this thy madneſs, ſtupid elf ? 

Hie thee away and hang tlivicit. 


BALLAD, 


IN CLUMP AND CUDDEN, 


— — — —— 


Wurf in order drawn up, and adorn'd in his beft, 

It my ſoldier appears with more grace than the ref, 
If his gaiters are jet, his accoutrements line, 

If his hair's tied up tight, and his arms brightly ſhine, 


Let him turn, wheel, or face, march, kneel, ſt op, o1 
ſtand, 

Anxious {till to obey every word of command; 

Erect like an arrow, or bending his knee, 

*T'is not for the general, tis ail to pleaſe me. 


© 


12 
If with ſmoak and with duſt cover'd over by turns; 
To gain a ſham height, or falſe baſtion, he burns; 


VOL. 1. T 
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If, of danger in ſpight, and regardleſs of fear, 
He ruſhes to fight when there's nobody near: 


In ſhort, let him turn, &c. 


BALLAD. 


IN CLUMP AND CUDDEN. 


__—_ — — — — 


A Novice in love, and a ſtranger to art, 

As pure as my wiſhes my unpractis'd heart; 

When I rofe with the lark, and out-warbled the thruſh, 

Free from falſhood or gui e, for I knew not to bluſh : 
Thoſe palt days I deplore. 


When innocence guarded my unſullied f.-me, 

Whcon to think, and to act, ani commend were the ſame; 
Whea on my face, 
In artleſs grace, 

Danc'd frolic ſport and pleaſure—now no more. 


11. 


Fre I liſten'd and lov'd, ere man ſmil'd, and betray'd, 
Ere by horror appall'd, and of conſcience atrarl ; 


: 
* 
＋ 
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Loſt to each fond delight that e'er woman adorn'd, 
By a hard-judging world look'd at, pity'd, and ſcorn'd, 
Thoſe paſt joys I deplore : 


Thoſe jovs, ere by man's artful treachery forſook, 
Which guiltleſs and pleaſed, with the world 1 partook ; 
When on my face, 
With artleſs grace, 
Danc'd frolic ſport and pleaſure now no more. 


1 


DUET. 


IN CLUMP AND CUDDERN. 


PLATOON, 


Say, Fanny, wilt thou go with me? 
Perils to face, by land and ſea, 
That tongue can never teil ye? 


And wilt thou all theſe dangers ſcorn, 
Whilſt in theſe arms 
I hold thy charms, 

Enraptur'd ev'ry opening morn, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


140 


F ANN. 


Yes, ves, Platoon—T'll go with thee 
In danger, whatſoe'er it be 
Believe 'tis truth I tell you: 


My conſtant mind ſhall peril ſcorn, 
Brave all alarms, 
So in my arms 
I hold thee every opening morn, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


PLATOON. 


Still Fanny wilt thou go with me? 
Suppoſe the cruel fates decree, 
Alas! how ſhall I tell you ? 


The news ſhould come—thy ſoldier fell, 
And thou ſhalt hear, 
Appall'd with fear, 

Next morn his fatal pafling bell, 

When the drum beats reveillez. 


FANNY. 
$111] fearleſs will I go with thee, 
Reſign'd to crue! fate's decree, 

And bravely this I tell you : 
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c * 
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When on the ſpot my ſoldier fell 
I'd ſhed a tear, 
The world ſhould hear, 
Mingling with his, my paſling bell, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


BOTH. 


To the world's end I'd go with thee, 
Where thou art danger ne'er can be; 
My joy no tongue can tell ye: 


And fare ſuch love may perils (corn, 
Brave all alarms, 
While in my arms 
I hold thee ev'ry op'ning morn, 
When the drum beats reveillez. 


BALLAD. 


— 


— — 


Nost cas I cry, and, though little you pay, 
They're ſuch as you cannot get every day. 
Who'll buy ? who'll buy ?—tis noſegays I cry. 
Who'll buy ? who'll buy—"tis noſegays 1 cry, 
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Each mincing, ambling, liſping blade, 
W ho ſini'es and talks of blues 

He never felt, is here portray'd 
Ia form of a narciſſus. 


Noſegavs I cry, &c. 


Stateſmen, like Indians, who adore 
The ſun, by courting power, 

Cannot be ſhewn their likeneſs more 
Than in th* humble ſun- flower. 


Noſegays I cry, &c. 


Poets I've here in ſprigs of bays, 
Devils in the buſh are friars ; 

Nettles are critics, who damn plays, 
And ſatiriſts are briars. 


Noſegays I cry, &c. 


BAELAD. 


IN TON THUMB. 


—äꝙ—ũ ĩ — — — 


The vounker, who his firſt effay 


Makes in the front of batile, 
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Stands all aghaſt, while cohorns play, 
And bullets round him rattie. 


But pride ſteps in, and now no more 
Fell fear his jay*iin lances, 

Like dulcet flutes the cannons roar, 
And groans turn country dances 


11. 


So frights, and flurries, and what not, 
Upon my fancy ruſhes, 

I fear 1 know not why or what, 
I'm cover'd o'er with bluthes. 


But let the honey ſe ſon fly, 
To Yecond well my clapper, 
The kitchen's whole artillery 
Shall grace my huſband's napper. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


— —— — — 


"Tis ſaid we venturious die-hards, when we .eave the 


ih 1 Cz 


CE TY 
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Our friend ſhould mourn, 
Leſt we return 
To bleſs their fight no more: 
But this is all a notion 
Bold Jack can't underſtand, 
Some die upon the ocean, 
And ſome on the land: 


Then ſince tis clear 
Howe'er we ftcer, 
To man's life's under his command, 
Let tempeſts howl, 
And billows roll, 
And dangers prels : 
Of thoſe in ſpight, there are ſome joys 
| Us jolly tars to bleſs, 
li For Saturday night ſtill comes my boys, 
To drink to Poll and Beſs. 


a 111. 
One ſeaman hands the ſail, another heaves the log, 
1 The purſer ſwops 
Our pay for flops, 
The landlord ſe.ls us grog; 


| Then each man to his ftation, 
i To keep life's ſhip in trim, 


What argufies noration ? | 


Jherett is all a Wlim: 


* 


2 
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Cheerly mu hearts, 

Then play your parts, 
Boldly reſolved fo (111k Or aim, 

1 he mighty {urge 

May ruin urge, 


And danger preſs : 


Of theſe in ſpight, &c. 


111. 


For all the world juſt like the ropes aboard a ſhip, 
Each man's rigg'd out 
A veſlel ftout, 
To take for life a trip ; 
The ſhrouds, the ſtays, and braces 
Ar: jovs, and hopes, and cars, 
The hallards, ſheets, and traces, 


Stil-, as each paſſion veers, 


And whim prevails, 
Direct the fails, 
As on the fea of lite he ſteers 
; } + 1 4 . 
1 gen let LNEe worm 
Heaven's face deferm, 
And danger preis: 
Ot theſe in ſpight, .: 


2 — — — — ͤ — — — — — ww 


VOL. 1. 


— —— 


U— — —R 


— — — — — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


— — — 
— —— — 


Tur grey-ey'd Aurora, in ſaffron array, 
Tu ixt my curtains in vain took a peep, 

And though broader and broader ſtill brightened the day, 
Nought could wake me, fo ſound did I fleep. 


At length roſy Phoebus look'd full in my face, 
Full and fervent, but nothing would do, 

Jill the dogs velp'd impatient, and long'd for the chaſe, 
And ſhouting appear'd the whole crew. 


Come on, voics honies, hark forward my boys, 
There ne'er was ſo charming a morn, 

Follow, follow, wake Echo, to ſhare in our joys— 
Now the muſic, now echo—mark mark! 
Hark! hark! 

The filver-mouth'd hounds, and the mellow-ton'd hora. 


Freſh as that ſmiling morning from wlnch they drew 
breath, 
My companions are rang'd on the plain, 
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Bleſt with roſy contentment, that nature's beſt wealth, 
Which monarchs aſpire to in van : 


Now ſvirits like fire every boſom invade, 
And now we in order ſet out, 
While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland, and 
glade, | 
Re-vollics the air-rending ſhout, 


Come on, &c. 


Now renard's unearth'd, and runs fairly in view, 
Now we've loſt him fo ſubtily he turns, 

But the ſcent lies fo ſtrong, ſtill we fearleſs purſue, 
While each object unpatiently burns: 


Hark ! Babler gives tongue, and Fleet, Driver, and Sly, 
Ihe fox now the covert forſakes, 

Again he's in view, let us after him fly, 
Now, now to the river he takes. 


Come on, &c. 


IV. 


From the river poor renard can make but one puſh, 
No longer ſo proudly he flies, 

Jir'd jaded, worn out, we are cloſe to his bruſh, - 
And conquer'd, like Cæſar, he dies. 
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And now in high glee to the board we repair, 
Where fat, as we jovially quatf, 

His portion of merit let every man ſhare, 
And promote the convivia laugh. 


Come on, &c. 


| BALLAD. 
U 
"np IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 
I! — 
4 F Ron prudence let my jovs take birth, 
1 — 8 0 
1 Let me not the paſſion's ſlave, 
1 h X . 
10 Approv'd by reaſon, ſweet's tue mirth, 
5 Vice of pleaſure is the grave. 
4; 
Wi Then ſtill to reaſon's dictates true. 
mk 
"ny * BY - 1 % 
hl Select ne tweets ot lite Ke bets; 
Hi Ihus your enjovments wil: be few 
ml But uch as on fc flect on pleaſe. . 
ans | 
fl 
i l | 
i [ Wine exhilirates the ſoul, | 
Ii Infpires the mirth.of every fenſt, | 
1 But gluttons ſo may drain the bon 7 
1 * ” 
4 Till man degenerates to beatt ; 
4 


/ 
: 
' 


— —— — 
* 
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Then mirth and wiſdom keep in view, 
And freely on the bottle ſeize; 
What though vour pleaſures are but few! 


Thev're ſuch as on reflection pleaſe. 


111. 
Love the ſource of human jovs, 
The mind with bliſs that ſweetly fills, 
1 00 often its own end wcitro) 85 


And proves the ſource 05 human ilis. 


« 8 . 2 
Here reuſon's d:Ctates keep in view, 
Or farewel freedom, farewel caſe, 
* 1 . . . * 
1 ne r A} 1 \ 5 OT 1 fe Are C 


But ſuch as on reflection pleaſe. 


TV. 
Then while we meet, let's only own 
Joy that do honour to the heart, 
And ceaſing to prize theſe alone, 
Deplore our frailty, ſigh, and part: 
Anwhile to revfon's dictates true 


* 
4 * i % * 


Select the ſfweets of lite ke bees, 
Thus your enjoyments will be ten 


But fich as on reflection plate. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF TH? MOMENT, 


_— 


Tur ſpangled green confeſs'd the morn, 
The roſe bud dropt a tear, 
And liquid priſms bedeck'd the thorn, 
When Sandy ſought his dear: 


Sure never loon was cer ſo cr g' d— 

Ye ſhepherds ſwains impart, 
Where did ſhe gang? ah me! I've loſt 
4helaſfly of my heart. 


11. 
Her charms are felt as ſoon as kenn'd, 
Eyne bright as brithant gem, 
But of her beauties there's no end, 
Why need 1 talk of them? 


Each ſhepherd ſwain finds, to his coſt, 
What power they can impart, 

But mull FOOr Sandy, who has loſt 

The laſſy of his heart, 
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File 


* 


1 ® 4 
But mine s! 


How conld 1 raſhly dare! 


ne fault, and minc's the gref, 


On I have ſiun'd beyond relief, 
Gainiſt all that's ſweet and rare: 


But fee, he comes! ceaſe heart to bound, 


Some comfort ah impart; 
she {miles ! ah ſhepherds 1 have found 


* . Of 


1 he 14 1 of nv heart ! 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


— —— 


Or all ſenſations pity brings, 
1 o proudly {well the ample heart, 
From which the willing ſorrow ſprings, 


In others griet that bear a part. 


Of all ſad ſympathy's delights, 
The manly dignity of grief 
A jo in mourning that excites, 


And gives the auxigus mind relief: 


, 
o 


15 


2 
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Of theſe would you the feeling know, 
Moſt gen'rous, noble, greatly brave, 

That ever taught a heart to glow, 

Tis the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


For hard and painful is his lot, 

Let dangers come he braves them all ; 
Valiant perhaps to be forgot, 

Or undiſtinguſh'd doom'd to fall: 


Yet wrapt in conſcious worth ſecure, 
J he world, that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 
And quits it with a willing ſmile, 


Then trave' ler one kind drop beſtow, 
**T'were graceful pity, nobly brave; 

Nought ever taught the heart to glow 

Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


8 —_ 
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BALLAD. 


'N THF WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


_ — — — 


Go patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, 
Bout danger, and fear, and the like, 

A tight water boat and good ſea- room give me, 
And teat to a little I'll ftrike : 


Though the tempeſts top-gallant maſts ſmack {mooth 
ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 
Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bouze every thing 
tight, 
And under reef'd foreſail we'll ſcud : 


Avaſt! nor don't think me a milk-ſop ſo ſoft 
T6 be taken for triflos aback, 

For they ſays there's a provideace fits up aloft, 
1o keep watch tor the life of poor Jack. 


If. 


Why I heard the good chaplain palaver one day 
About f{.uls, heaven, mercy, and fu: h, 

And, my timbers, what lingo he'd coll and belay, 
Why, 'twas jult all as one as hgh Dutch: 


VOL. 1. X 
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But he ſaid how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye ſee, 
Without orders that come down below, 

And miny fine things that prov'd clearly to me 
That providence takes us in tow : 


For, ſxvs he, do vou mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo oft 
Take tlie top-lails of fatlors aba k, 

There's a ſweet little cherub that fits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 


111. | 
I ſaid to cur Poll, for you fee the would cry, 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for fea, 
What argufies ſn:v ling, and piping vour eye, 
Why what a damn'd fool you muſt be! 


Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room for us 
| all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore, 
And if to old Davy I ſhould go, friend Poll, | 


Why you never will hear of me more: 


* 

What then, all's a hazard, come don't be fo ſoft, 

Perhaps 1 may laughing come back, 

For, d'ye ſce, there's a cherub fit {ſmiling aloft, | 
Jo keep watch for the life of poor Jack. | 
| 
1V. 
D'ye mind me a ſor ſhould be every inch 
All as cne as a piece uf the hip, | 


| 
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And with her brave the world without offering to flinchs 


From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 


As for me, in a weathers, all times, des, and ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings, 
For mv heart is my Poll's, and my rhing's my {rrend's, 


And as for my lite 'tis the king's : 


Even when my time comes, nel er believe me fo ſoft 
As for grief to be taken aback, 

That the ſame little cherub that ſits up aloft, 
Will look out a good birth for poor Jack. 


— — cn 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


— 


— — — en er n—_— — — 
—— — 


— 


Wu though from Venus Cupid ſprung, 
No attribute divine 

—Whateer the bawling bards have ſung— 

Had he, his bow till Bacchus ſtrung, 


And dipp'd his darts in wine: 


Till old Silenus plung'd the boy 
In nector from the vine, 
Then love, that was before a toy, 


Became the ſource of mortal joy; 
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The urchin ſhook his dewy wings, 
And care'efs levelled clowns and kings, 
Such power has mighty wine. 


When Theſeus on the naked ſhore 
Fair Ariadne left, 

D'ye think ſhe did her fate deplore, 

Or her fine ocks or boſom tore, 
Like one of hope berett : 


Not ſhe indeed, her fleeting love 
From mortal turns divine, 

And as gay Bacchus tigers move, 

Bis car aſcends amidſt a grove 

Of vines, ſurrounded by a throng, 

Who lead the jolly pair along, 
Almoſt half gone with wine, 


111. 
Ma'am Helen lov'd the Phrygian boy, 
He thought her all his own, 
But hotteſt love will ſooneſt cloy, 
He ne'er had brought her ſafe to Troy 
But for the wite of Thone. 


She, merry goſhp mixed a cup 
Of tipple, right divine, 
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To keep love's fligging ſpirits up, 
And Helen drank it every ſup; 

This hquor is mongſt learn'd elves, 
Ne enthe call'd, but 'twixt ovrſel zes, 


'I was nothing more than wine. 


IV. 


Of Lethe and its Rowery brink 
Let muſty poets prate, 
Where thirſty fouls are ſald to i{ir:nkp 
That never they again may think 
Upon their former ſtate. 


What is there in this ſoulleſs loſs, 

I pray you fo divine? 
Grief finds the palace and the cot, 
Which, for a time, were weil torgot ; 
Come here then, in our lethe ſhare, 
The true oblivion of vour care 


Is o ly found in wine. 
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RONDEAU, 


IN THE WHIM OF THF MOMENT, 


—— — 


SMILING grog is the ſailor's beſt hope, his ſheet anchor, 
His compats, his cable, his log, | 
1 hat gives him a h-art which life's cares cannot canker, | 
Though cancers around him 
Unite, to contound him, 
He braves them, and tips off his grog. 
"Tis grog, only grog, 


* 


Is his rudder, his com; afs, his cable, his log, 
Lhe ſailor's ſheet anchor is grog. 


What though he to a friend in truſt 
His prize money convey, 
Why t, his bond of faith unjuſt, 


Cheats him, and runs away : 


What's to be done? he vents a curſe 
*Gaivſt all falle hearts aſhore, 
Of tlic remainder Qcars his purſe, 


Ad then to fea for more. 


There ſmiling greg, &c. 


What though his girl, v ho often (wore 


Jo know no other Charms, 
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Chl ds in a rival's arms: 
VW hat 8 to * 

And ſceks a kinder ſhe, 
D ine es: gets grog“, 


20CS Again to lea. 
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Virtue in foe be virtue ſtill, 
Fine ſtone be found in mine, 
The ſun one dale, as well one hill, 
Make warm where'er him ſhine. 


11. 


You broder him, him broder you, 
So all the worid ſhould call, 

For nature ſay, and ſhe ſay true, 
That men be broder all. 


If cruel man, !ike tiger grim, 
Come bold in thirſt of blood, 
Poor man :— be noble —pity him, 

That he no honeſt geod : 


Virtue in foe be virtue ſtill, 
Fine ſtone be found in mine, 
The ſun one dale, as well one hill, 
Make warm where'er him ſhine. 


—— 3 — — ————C— 
- 
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BALLAD. 


iN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT. 


— — — — — — — — 


I aM a jolly fiſherman, 
I catch what I can get, 

Still going on my betters' plan, 
All's fiſh that comes to net; 


Fiſh, juſt like men, I've often caught, 
"Crabs, Gudgeons, poor John, Codfiſh, 


And many a time to market brought 
A dev'liſh ſig ht of odd fiſh. 


Thus all are fiſhermen through liſe, 
With weary pains and labour, 

This baits with gold, and that a wife, 
And all to catch his neighbour : 


Then praiſe the jolly fiſherman, 
Who takes what he can get, 

Still going on his betters' plan, 
Ail's ith that comes to net, 


11. 

The pike, to catch the little try, 
Extends his greedy jaw, 

For all the world, as you and J, 

Have ſeen your men of law : 


V.Oks I. Y 


162 


He who to lazineſs devotes 
His time, is ſure a numb fiſh, 
And members who give ſilent votes 
May fairly be call'd dumb fiſh: 


Falſe friends to eels we may compare, 
The roach reſembles true ones ! 

Like gold fiſh we find old friends rare, 
Plenty as herrings new ones. 


Then praiſe, &c. 


1411. 


Like fiſh then mortals are a trade, 
And trapp'd, and ſold, and bought; 

The old wife and the tender maid 
Are both with tickling caught ? 


indeed the fair are caught, 'tis ſaid, 
It you but throw the line in, 

With maggots, flies, or ſomething red, 
Or any thing that's ſhining : 


With ſmall fiſh you muſt lie in wait 
For thoſe in high condition, 

But 'tis alone a golden bait 
Car catch a learn'd phyſician. 


Then praiſe, &c. 
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IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


Arw'b with jav'lin, arm'd with dart, 
With mighty arm and ſteady heart, 
We to the batile go; 
Yet, ere we part, 
We join with all our friends ſo dear, 
And fervent adoration pay 
To the bright orb that gave us day. 


Then void of fear, 
We ruth to-meet the foe; 
Station'd on impervious ground, 


We watch their numbers ſcatter'd round, 


The ſubtle ambuſh then prepare, 
And ſee they fall into the ſnare! 

Hid as in the woods we lay, 

They tread the unſuſpected way; 
Sudden and fierce from every buth, 
Upon the aſtoniſh'd toe we ruſh, 

Bold and reſolv'd :;—and now around, 
Hark!! the dreadtul war-hoop ſound, 
Contuſion, terror, and diſmay, 

It ſcatters at it wings its way: 


They fly! confuſion in their train, 
And ſlaughter weads the ſanguine plain! 


163 
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Hark of our friends we welcome cry, 
Proclaims tor us the victory ! 


Then fervent adoration pay 
To the bright orb that gave us day. 


See the feſtive train advance, 
Breathe the muſic, lead the dance t 
Sound the ſvmbals! 

Beat the tyinbals! 

Haſte, in glad proceſſion come 

Jo our anxious friends at home, 
For our recept:on who prepare, 
Wllile acclamations rend the air, 
An! loudly a whole nation cry 
Honour, gtorv, victory. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF TH? MOMENT. / 


By it known to all thoſe whoſoc'er it regards, 

That we ſingers of ballads were always call'd bards: 
And from Ida to Grub-ftreet tlie muſes who iollow 
Are cach mother's ſon the true ſpawn ot Apollo: 


| 
| 
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Thus recording great men, Or a A-a, or a ſtar, 
Or the ſpheres, or 4 jew's harp, ere all Gn a par; 
Nor in this do 1 tell you a word of a lie, 


For Homer ſung pallads and fo do l. 


=" 
Don't you Know what the ancients were: —great things 
the\ talk'd, 
How they rode upon pegaſus—that's to ſav, walk'd— 
That near kindred gods they drove Phobus's chariot, 


Thev Engliſh of which is—they liv'd in a garret: 


And thus they went tory ard, Diogenes qu f d, 
Heraclitus cried, and Democritus laugh'd, 
Menander made mul tides both laugh and cry, 


But Homer ſung ball ds and ſo do I. 


111. 


Thus did they ſtrange whimſical notions purſue, 
Some argued On On. leg, and {ome upon two, 
To which laſt my pretenſions are not ly potheticy 
For it is certainly clear I'ma perapatetic : 
Lycurges and Solon *bout laws made a pother, 


o 


Which went in at one cat, and then out at t'other, 


Old ſongs ſuch as mine are v U nobody buy ? 
Come, Homer fung ballads and fo du I. 
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IV: 


Hiſtoric was Pliny, and Plato divine, 

Ovid wrote abont love, and Anacreon wine, 

Great Cicero argued to every man's palate, 

And when he was out—'twas a hole in the ballad : 


Thus to great men of old, who have made ſuch a rout, . 
ty claim to call couſin I've fairly made out, 

And it any hereatter my right ſhould deny, 

Tell 'em Homer ſung ballads and fo do I. 


—_ — —— — — 


” 


BALLAD. 


IN THE EY-STANDER. 


Look fairly all the world around, ' 
And, as you truth deliver, 

Tell me what character is found 
A real ſavoir vivre ? 


Who truly merits ſober fame— 
To find you aced not wander, 
None can detect I'fe's fraud ſul game 
So well as the By-ltander, 
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| 
| 
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The lover cogs, and palms, and lips, 
The eaſy fair to baffle, 

And ſt'll to win that flake her lips, 
Will deal, and cur, and ſhuffle : 


Still will he ply each zubtle art, 5 
{ 111 he has quite trepann'd her, | 
And then is fare to crump her heart, 
It ablent the By-ſtander, 


11. 
Pre ferment is a bowling green, 

Where, placed in each poſition, 

Bowls joſtling in and out are ſeen, 
To reach the Jack ambition : 


The bas int'reit ſtill they try, 
'Twilt, turn, and well meander, 

Yet their manceuvres, rub or fly, 
Are Knowa tothe By:ftander. 


IV. 


The laws a game at whiſt, wherein 
Ihe partie» nine are both in, 

Where tricks alone the 4ime can Wing 
And honours go or nothing: 


-—-- -: 4  —— —_— 
— — — —— — — 


* - 
— — 
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And while they, a ſure game to nick, 
Their client's money ſquander, 

Full many more than one odd trick 
D:ſcovers the By-ſtander. 


V. 


The coxcomb plays at ſhuttle cock, 
The wit commands and queſtions, 
| The carping cits to commerce flock, 


W 


Each follows his ſuggeſtions. 


Yet he alone who merits fame, 
Who blunts the ſhatts of flander, 
And on the ſquare life's motley game 
Beſt plays is the By-ſtander 


+» ae 952. — Ü— — — — * hed 


» —— 


BALLAD. 


iN THE GRACES, 


—_— 
— — 


Ar firſt like an infant appearing, 
With neither his bow nor his darts, 
To his whiles we attend without fearing, 


Till he creeps by degrees to our hearts, 
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Wien ſoon for our folly requited, 
This gueſt the ſole maſter we aad, 
Kor {-+rce to the boſom invited, 


(Ss it at » ill ofer the mind. 


—— ———ñä——— 


— — 
23 — 
- — — ——— 
o — 


BALLAD. 


1% THE GRACES. 


— 
— — 


2 b SAY Aut * 2 heart, 


W hv aiter aays vi [ect delight, 
Were CON!CLIONS meu bore part, 
f 
Serene as ſmiling morn, paceful as (ilver night, 
Or gay as gaudy noon, when Plvebus' beams ſhone 
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br glu. 


no one hour, 

One little inftant, could remove 

That vacant careleſs joy? what power 
2 T o © * » * 
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And this with zealous care perform, 
Swift as the wind that rules the ſtorm ; 
Swift as the glowing god of day 

Darts from atar a downward ray, 

And ſo ſhall vot'ries to thy praite 

A thouſand, thouſand altars raife. 


tt 
„ 1 


BALLAD. 


IN THE HONEST IMPOSTORS. 


— —— 


THAT girl who fain would chuſe a mate, 
Should ne'er in fondneſs fal her, 


May thank her lucky {tars if fate 


Shou'd ſplice her to a ſailor. 


He braves the ſtorm, the battle's heat 
The yellow boys to nail her; 
Diamonds, if diamonds ſhe could cat, 


Would leek her honcſt ſailor. 


11. 
If ſhe'd be conſtant, ſtil] his heart 
She's ſure will never fail her; 
For, though a thouſand leagues apart, 


Still falchful is her ſailor : 
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If ſhe be falſe, ſtill he is kind, 
And abſent does bewall her, 
g as he truſts the wind, 


Her e truſti 
Still {aithleſs to the {ailor. 


111. 


A butcher can procure her prog, 
'] hree threads 10 drink a tailor, 

What's that to buiſcuit and to grog, 

procur'd her by her {a;lor. 

She who would ſuch a mate retuſe, 
The devil fure muſt ail her ? 

if your wile, you'll chuſe 


Search round, and, 


To wed an honeſt ſa'lor. 
BALLAD. 
IN TRE O 2!TIES. 


— 
— 


ꝙ— — 


„Tus in the good ſhip Rover 
I ſail'd the world around, 


And for three years and over, 
1 necer touch'd Britiſh ground; 
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At length in England landed, 
I left the roaring main, 

Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſea again. 


| That fime bound ſtraight to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore; 

But, when we'd made Cape Ortugal, 
A gale blew oft the thure: 


She lay, ſo did it ſhock her, i 
A log upon the main, 
Tilt, ſav'd from Davy's locker, 


We ſtood to fea again. 


111. 
Next ina frigate ſail'ng, 
Upon a ſquaily night, 
Thuner and lightning hailing 


The horrors of the fight; 


My precious limb was lopp'd oil, 
I, when th--'d eas'd my pain, 

Thank'd Gon 1 was not popp'd off, * 
And went tc fea again. 
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Iv. 
Yet (til am I enabled 
To bring up in lite's rear, 
Although Pm diſabled, 


And lie in Greenwich tier ; 


The king, God bl:f(> his royalty, 
Who ſav'd me troin the main, 

Pl! praiſe with love and loyalty, 
But ne'er to fea again, 


_—_——— — —— — — —_— —K 


B ALLAD. 


% IN THE ODDITIES. 


- — —— — — — — 


Tur morning breaks, 
'l hoſe ruddy treaks 


Proc lum the opening day, 


With glowing health, 
The ſportſman's wealth, 
Away boys, come away. 


The mello horn 
On the ſtill morn 


Pour tounds which echo mocks, 
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While following bound 
Man, horſe, and hound, 
T*uncarth the wily fox. 


Hark echo mocks 

The winding horn, 

That on the expanded wing of morn, 
Though ſwect the ſound in dreadful yell, 
Tolls out a knell 

To the devoted fox. 


11. 


Now off he's thrown, 
The day's our own, 
See yonder where he takes ; 
] To cheat our eves, 
In vain he tries 
The rivers and the brakes. 


: The mellow horn 
, Breaks on the morn, 
And leads o'er hills and rocks 


While tolluwins bound 
Man, horſe, and hound, 


T'entrin tte wity for. 


Hark echo mocks, &c 


Di3DIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 175 


111. 


Now, now he*s ſeiz'd. 


The dogs well!: ieas'd 


ö | 
Behold his eve-vall. roll: 
He vields his breath, 


And {rem 3D Azath 


Is born the fiowing bowl. 


The mellow horn 

That through the morn 
[.-\ over h ls and rocks, 

Now ſounds a call 

To ſee the fall 


Or the expiring tox. 


——— — 


* 
GLEE. 


IN THE WHIV OF THR” WOMENT. 


— 


und me and weep, to your hearts take deſpair: 
'Tis a Cauſe that All nature mult mourn, 
Poor Hyias, of love v ho from all had a ſhare, 


From our Wiſhes for ever 15 torn. 
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That Hylas to whom we look'e up for a ſmile, 
As we bleſlinss from heaven would obrii-1, 
Wnoſe form was fo taultleſs, whoſe tongue knew no 
guile, 
Is gone, and ou ies; vain. 


——— — — ——— —ů —ä－U — 


1 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIW oF THE MOMuTN r. 
Tis true the marks of many vears 
1 ny wrinkled fron: da pears, 
Yet have I no ſuch idle fears 


his will my fortune ſpoll: 


Golde itil ſome h ipp'neſs beſtows, 

« * 1 91 \ , i 1 . o = * 1  - 

Een where no youthful ardour plows; 

7 b „ as - | i N , 

For proc, deat girl, tike theſe roulcaus. 
* - 


And give me a {ſweet inile. 
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Yet I am no ſach horrid fright 
But that bank notes may jet things right, 
Take then theie e, al! drawn at fight, 


And give me a iweet Klis. 


11. 


J is true I know not to be E. , 
And that within my harden'd nund, 
No more 4 ;ewel can you find 


J han beauty in my tace: 


But one within this cat et here 
May make amena;, its luſtre's clears 


Nor ſhall 1 thizk I've fold it deu 


Paid by a {weet embrace. 


Cove painter, with thy hay 


Portray me every grace 
In that bleſt reg.on ot de! oh, 
ly charming Dy 1v1a's la. 


VOL, 1. A 


a www ew woes bc. A as ot 


78 DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS 


And hear me painter, to enhance 
The value of thine art, 

Steal from her eyes that very glance 
J hat ſtole away my heart, 


Her forehcad paint, in ſway and rule, 
Where fits, with pleaſure grac'd, 
A form like Venus beaut:iul, 


And like Diana chaſte : 


Then paint her chceeks— come, paint and gaze, 


Guard vell thy heart the while, 
Ad then her mouth, where Cupid plays 


In an eternal {tn le, 


111. 

Next draw pre ſumptuous painter hold ; 
Ah think'ſt to thee 'iwes given 
To paint her boſom -v ould'ſt ſo bold 
Preſuine to copy heaven! 


Nav leave the taſk, for tis tbove, 
F ar, tar above thine art! 
Her portra't's. drawna—the painter love, 


The tablet my fond heart. 


—— —— ꝶu.ᷣ— — - — — — 
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BALLAD. 


IX THF ODDITIES, 


- — — — = — — 
————ẽ— n —— ͤ ́Ü — 


A $411,0R's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late now early, 
Now up and down, now to and tro, 
What then he takes it cheerly : 
Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, 

It duty call, 
Stand, riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog : 


The cadge to weigh, 
The ſheets belay, 
He does it with a wiſh! 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat-head 
The pondrous anchor fiſh : 
For while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
We deſpile it to a man: 


We ſing a little, we laugh a little, 

And work a little, and ſwear a little, 

And fiddle a little, and foot it a little, 
And ſwig the flowing can, 


— 


e 


— 


r 


* - — 


— ——ô— — 
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11. 


Ii howling winds and roaring ſeas, 
Give proot of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 
For Jack's to tear a ſtranger ; 
Bleſt with the ſmiling grog we fly, 

W here now below 
We hcadlgng go, 


Now riſe on mountains high; 


Spight of the gale, 
We hand the fail, 

Or take the needful reet, 
Or man the deck 
To clear fome wreck, 

To give the ſhip relief; 
Though perils threat around, 
All ienſe vi danger drown'd, 

We deſpiſe it to a man. 


We ling al ttie, &c. 


. 
But yet think not our fate is hard, 
Though ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 


For coming home, a ſweet reward, 


With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us! 
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Now too the friendly grog we quaff, 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love mot, 

And gaily ling and laugh: 


The ſails we furl, 
hen for each girl 
The petticoat diſplay ; 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey ; 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
We du ſpiſe it to a man: 


We ſing a little, &c. 


CATCH. 


iN THE BY-STANDER, 


— —— — 


Hr lies a philoſopher, knowing and brave, 
From whom Madam Nature ne'er hid the leaſt wonder, 
Who looking to heaven, tumbled into his grave, 
And diſdain'd that ſame earth that he rotting lies 
undcr, | | 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES, 


Away and join the rendezvous, 
Goodfellowfhip reigns here, 
Joys ſtandard flying in our view, 

To invite each volunteer : 


Hark ! pleaſure's drum 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Obey the kind ſalute, 
'The echoing hall 
Reſounds the call, 
To wclcome cach recruit. 


11. 
Behold the dinner in array, 
A colmn it appears; 
Wh le pyrmids of whips diſplay 
A corps of grenadiers, 
Hark pleaſure's drum, &c. 


111. 


See rivers, not of blood, pour'd out, 
But nectar, clear and ſtrong, 
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Young Ganemede's become a ſcout, 
Hebe an aid-de-camp. 


Hark! pleaſure's drum, &c. 


IV. 
Mow down the ranks, ſee, fee, they fly, 
Attack then glaſs in hand; 
Cloie quarters, raily, ficht or dic, 


'I is Bacchus gives command. 


_ — — — — — — — — 


Hark! pleafure's drum, &c. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE HONEST YORESHIREMAN, 


— — — — — 


— 


To Bachelor's Hall we good fellows invite, 
To partake of the aſe that makes up our delight; 
We have ſpirits Ike fire, and of health ſuch a ftock, 


| 1;at our pulſe ſtr Ke the ſeconds as true as a clock. 


Did you {ce us, you'd fr car, as we mount with a grace, 


Ther Diana had dubb'd ſome new gods of the chaſe, 
Park nay, ha:k AV all nature le Kk „Ay, 
Aud Auroia With un.les uſhers im tue brig it day. 


- 


— — —ů 


184 DIB DIN 's SELECTED SONGS, 


1 
Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a ſine black, 
A better flee! gel lng ne'er hunter did back, 
Tom Trig rode a bay, full of mettle and bone, 


And gaily Bob Buxom rode on a proud roan ; 


But the horſe of al! horſes that rivalFd the day 
Was the Squire's Ne-k-or-Nothing, and that was a 


— 
PR 
— 
— 
* 


Hark away, &c. 


111. 
Then for hounds, there was Nimble, ſo well that climbs 
rocks, 
And Cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox ; 
Line Plunge, Ike a mole, who w'll terret and ſcarch, 


And beetle-brow'd HawKk's-eye, ſo dead at a lurch. 


Young Sly-lo ks, who ſcents the ſtrong breeze from the 
fouth, 
And muſical Echo-well, with his deep mouth, 


Hark away, &c. 


LV, 


Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood, 


"Tis nvil.kely you'l cafily find fuch a ſtud; 
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And for hounds our opin ons v ith thouſands we'd back, 


That all England throughout can't produce tuch a pack. 


Thus, having deſcribed you dogs, horſes, and crew, 


Away we ſet oft, for the fox is in View, 
Hark away, &. 


111, 
Slv Rynard's brought home, while the horns ſound a call, 
And now you are all v elcome to Backelor's-Hall ; 
The ſav'ry firloin gratetul Hoe on the board, 


And Bacchus PLOUL eiiie [ro Mis tavou te h zard n 


Come an then, do honour to this i Vial place, 

Andem \) the {w ect pieaiures mat [prings rom te CNaicy 
Hark away, hark av ay, while ow ſp rits are gay, 

Let us drink to the 10ysS Of the next Coming dav. 


— — Es — ͤ —— — —ͤ—Ü—4—— — — 
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And Moggy take their fill O, 
And pleas'd rehearſe 
In jingling verſe, 


The laſs of Richmond Hill O: 


A laſs more bright 
My anrrous flight, 
Impell'd by love's fond workings, 
Shall loudly ſing, 
Like any thing, 


e — eee er 
Tis charming Peggy Perkins. 


11. 


Some men compare 
The favourite fair 
To ev.ry thing in nature? 
Her eves divine 
Are ſuns that ſhine, 
And ſo on with each feature : 


Leave, leave, ve fools, 

Theſe hackney'd rules, 
And all ſuch ſubtle qu Kings, 

Sun, moon, and ftars, 

Are all a farce, 


Compar'd to Peggy Perkin's 
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111. 


Each twangling dart 
That through my heart 
From Cupid's bow has morric'd, 
Were 1t a tree, 
Why I ſhould be 
For all the world a foreſt : 


Five hundred fops, 
With ſhrugs and hops, 
And leers, and ſmiles, and ſmurkings, 
Moſt willing ſhe, 
Wou'd leave for me, 
Oh what a Peggy Perkins. 


— — 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES, 


— — 


—_— 


Tas Saturday night the twinkling ſtars, 
Shone on the rippling ſea, 

No duty call'd che jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'd a-lce; 
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The ample can adorn'd the board, 
Prepar*d to ſec it out, 

Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 
And puſh'd the grog about. 


21. 


Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg I'll toaſt, 
A irigate neat and trim, 

All jolly Portimouth's favourite boaſt : 
d venture tte and limb: 


Seven long years, and ne'er ſee land, 
With dzumleis heart and ſtout, 

So tight a veel to command 
1 hen puſh the grog about. 


ö 111. 

i Pi give, cried little Jack, my Poll, 
it 

1 Sailing in comcly ſtate, 

1 Top Zan'tſails fer, ſhe is fo tall, 

i She looks I ke a firſt rate: 


Ah! wou'd ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyave far lite throughout, 

No be er birth I'd wiſh to know, 
Then puth the grog about, 


1 th 


„„ > —— — 


- 
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iv. 
{'1] give, cried I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handſome, neat, and tight, 
What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man, 
She is my heart's fight ! 


So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of lite, 
I'd ſail the world throughout, 

Brave ev'ry toil for ſuch a wite, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


V, 


hus to deſcribe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried; 

Till, ſummon'd by the empty can, 
They to their hammocks hied: 


Te (t-11 did they their vigils keep, 
Though the huge can was out, 

For, in ſoft viſions gentle fleep, 
Still puſh'd the grog about. 


— —— PP—ů — — = 
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BALLAD. 


1N THE ONDITIFS, 


—ä—ñ—  —— ᷑̃᷑ ĩ⁊—ͤ— OC — 


Tua marriage and muſic can ought be more like ? 
Both are bound and cemented by ſtrong chords; 

Hyman's chains, tho' they gall, yet with ecſtaſy ſtrike, 
Exactly like diicords and concords: 


Like hooting of owls and of bats on the wing, 
Strife all wedding happineſs garbles, 

But when hearts born for pleaſure in uniſon ſing, 
"I is the mellow-ton'd nightingale warbles. 


11. 


When the wife or the huſband a note ſounds too arp, 
In alt both imad ately ſoar; 

On family 6.ſcords they mutually harp, 
Nor will either come down a note lower. 


Thus like hooting, &c. 


111. 


All harmony's powers in wedlock we trace, 
Dutch harmony, not Italiano; 
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She thunders the counter, he grumbles the baſs, 
And the children ſquall out the ſoprano. 


Thus like, &c, 


191 


RONDEAU. 


IN THE ODDITIFS, 


Alas where ſhall I comforr find? 
My peace is gone, diſtreſſed my mind, 
My heart beats high, 
I know not why, 
Poor heart ! ah me, ah me! 
So tender, artleſs, and ſo young, 
I Liſten'd to his flatt'ring tongue, 
Nor did I e'er 
Suſpect a ſnare 


From one who went to fea. 


For ſailors kind and honeſt are, 
They injur'd virtue make the:r care, 
One, only one, did cer depart 

From that prov'd rule, and he, 

Ah me! 


Was borne to break my limple heart. 


Alus, &. 
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When abſent from my longing arms, 
Each hour was traught with new alarms, 
Each rifing morn beheld my rears, 

The foite(t breeze, in my fond tears, 
Did the horizon ſtraight detorm, 

And Zephyr grew into a ſtorm : 

Yet to be cheated of my blils, 

And was I then ſo kind for this. 


Alas, &c. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE. ODDITIZTS, 


— — —— * 


How much I love thee girl would'ſt Know, 
Better than roſin loves the bow, 
Than treble thrill the crow ling baſs, 


Or ipruce guitars a taudry Cale. 


No more then let us ſolo play, 
To Hymen's temple jigg away, 


There whea ve get, 


In a duct, 


Dt plcature will we take our ſwing, 


=” 1 \ = 
Jovs hadle Mall tas 


7 Y 


| 


OT Re. 


| 
| 
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And while we celebrate the day, 
We'll friſk away, 

And laugh and play, 

And dance and ſing, 

And friſk away like any thing. 


1 love thee more, I really think, 


Than dancers jigs, or fiddlers drink ; 


Than dancing maſters love a kit, 
Or jolly ſailor's fal dral tit. 


No more then, &c. 


111. 


T love thee Griddy Oh much more 
Than fingers love a loud encore, 


han curates crowdies love to ſcratch, 


Or roaring drunkards love a catch. 


No more then, &c. 


193 
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BALLAD. 


IN THF ODDITIES, 


Tur wind was huſh'd, the fleecy wave 
Scarcely the veſſel's fides could leave, 
When in the mizen top his ſtand 
Tom Clueline taking, ſpied the land. 


Oh ſweet reward for all his toil! 

Once more he views his native ſoil, 

Once more he tharks indulgent fate, / 

1 hat brings him to his bonn) Kare, | 


” | 


Soft as the fighs of Zephyr flow, 
Tender and plaintive as her woe, 

Sc rene was the attentive eve, 

That heard Tom's bonny Kitty grieve. 


Oh what avails,“ cried ſhe, © my pain? 


* He's ſwallow'd in the greedy main; ® 
Ah never ſhall I welcome home, 
With tender joy, my honeſt Jom.“ - 
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Now high upon the faithful ſhroud, 
Tue land awhile that ſeem'd a cloud, 
While objects from the miſt ariſe, 
A fcaſt prelent Tom's longing eyes. 


A riband near his heart which lay, 
Now ſee him on his hat diſplay, 

The given fign to ſhew that fate 

Had brought him ſafe to bonay Kate, 


IV. 


Near to a cliff, whoſe heights command 
A proſpect of the ſhelly ſtrand, 

While Kitty fate and fortune blam'd, 
Sudden with rapture the exclaim'd, 


But ſee, Oh heaven! a ſhip in view, 
My Tom appears among the crew, 

© The pledge he ſwore to bring ſafe home, 
Streams in his hat—'tis honeſt Tom.“ 


Y. 


What now remains were eaſy told, 

Tom comes, his pockets lin'd with gold, 
Now rich enough no more to roam, 

To ſerve his king he ftays at home. 
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Rccounts each toil, and ſhews each ſcar, 
While Kitty and her conſtant tar 

With rev'rence teach to bleſs their fates 
Young honeſt Toms and bonny Kates, 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIFS, 


Wh v I be Square Ned of Gobble Hall, 
I be come to London town with father, 
And they that little I a gooſe goes to call, 
Should call me a fox much rather, 


T be filent and fly, 
And cunning, an! dry, 
And with a hawk's-eve 
To watch what's ſaid and done am ready; 

So they that goes to hope 

To hang me for a fool, 
Will find in the rope 

A knave, that he wool ; 

So you never muſt 


To faces truſt, 


ed. dead 
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For 1 be ſly, 
And queer, and dry, 
And they that thinks to make a fool of I, 
Are all dece:v'd in liitle Neddy. 


1 
f 
* 
4 
f 
| 


When the comely captain on his knees I find, 
Who to mother has vow'd, and has kifs'd her, 
Why 'tis nothing more than kind after kind, 
For the dancing-maſter kiſſes ſiſter: 


So they thinks me to chouſe, 
While 1 goes about the houſe, 
As tame as a mouſe, 
By the nick name of ſimple Teddy; 
But 'tis all one to me 
If, in day time, d'ye ſee, 
They meets their ſpark, 
I kiſs maids in the dark, 
So you never mult 
To faces truſt, &c. 


111, 
If father be in love with a bouncing dame, 
Thinking I be a lout, and uo better, 
He ſpells me out good madam's name, 


And gives me a guinea and. a letter, 
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What docs I do, d'ye think? 
To myſelf while I wink, 
I packets the chink, 


Burns the letter, and makes love to the lady 


Thus, while down to the ground, 
I tricks them all round 
Pretty ſiſter and mamma, 
And my reverend papa: 
So you never muſt 
To faces truſt, &c. 


8 —— — — 


Pen Backſtay lov'd the gentle Anna, 
Conſtant as purity was ſhe, 
Her honey words, hke ſucc'ring manna, 


Cheer'd him each voyage he made to ſea. 


One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 
While each the other's ſorrow dried, 
They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 


Vow'd to be conſtant till they died. 


| 
| 
| 


—_—— 
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11. 
At a diſtance from his Anna's beauty, 
While howling winds the ſky detorm, 
Pen fig''s, and well performs his duty, 


And braves tor love the trighttul ſtorm : 


Alas in vain—the veſſel bat'er'd, 
Oa a rock ſpl tting, open'd wide, 
Wile lacerated, torn, and ſhatrer'd, 


ben thought of Anna, ſigh'd, and died. 


111. 


The ſemblance of eich charming Fature, 
Tit Ben had worn round his neck. 
Mere art root ſubſtitude for nature, 
A tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck, 


In fervent hope while Anna, burning, 
Bluſh'd as ſhe wiſh'd to be a bride, 
Theo portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning— 


o 


She ſaw, grew pale, ſunk down, and died! 


— —— tð — 


— —U— — — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES. 


ABFRGAVNEY is fine, Aberiſtwith alſo, 

And the aſſes it is fine when to market thev go; 

The birds and the pretty finches ſing fine in the grove, 
But the fineſt bird of all is that little rogue luff. 


Luff me I pray you now, luff me as your life, 
And Taff, and Griddy ſhall ſoon be man and wife. 


11. 


The mountains are high, and the fallies are low, 
And from Radnor ro Glamorgan's a long fay to co; 
But I'd co, and l'd run, and I'd fly, and I'd rove, 
HK when I came there I ſhould meet with my luff. 


Luff me, &c. 


111. 0 
| 


Toil and labour is hard, and the time's very long, 
From the lark's pretty chant to the nightingale's ſong, 
But I'd toil and I'd labour throughout the whole year 
And think it a day, were I bleſt with my dear. 


Luff me, &c. 


4 0 — —2— —A—2 4 ws 
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IN THE ODDITIES: 
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— _ 


— 


PecPLENDANT gleam'd the ample moon, 
Reflected on the gut'ring lee, 

The bel proclaim'd night's awful noon, 
And ſcarce a ripple ſhook the lea, 

When thus, for ſailors natures Care, 
Wnat education has demed, 

Are of ſtrong ſenſe, a bounteous thares 
By „blervation well ſappui® { * 

While thus, in bold and honeſt gute, 
For wildom mov'd his tongue 

Drawing from realun con 
In trutii 2 d tail FoAoctioun Wits 

Night cheerfully tung 


— 
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Je'er let the noble mind dilpair, 
Though roarins ſeas tun tains hich 

— £ I = : moun uns moi 
All things are but with equal Care, 


Firit rate or wherry, man or fly ; 


Tt there's a power that never errs, 
And certainly "tis ſo— p 


* 


For honeſt hearts—what comfort's 4rop— 
As well as kings and emperors, 
VW hy not take in fow 


Little Ben that keeps his à atch in the main ton 


111. 


What though to diftint climes ! roam, 


Far frem m darling Nancy's ch 11S, 
| The ſweeter is my welcome home, 
To blitsful mooripgs in her ari1s, 
; Pr. aps ſhe on that ſober moon ' 


| A tover's obſervation takes, 
; Ard I n2s that little Ben may ſon 


, A , 
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Ac as Kings and emperors, 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES. 


OO Oo — — —— Soren s——a nn 
_— * — —ͤ—ũ——— m — 


Crows me Pacchus, mighty god, 
The victory is thine, 
Cupid's bow vields to thy rod, 


And love ſubmits to wine : 


Love, the dream of idle boys, 
That makes the ſage an als, 
Love cannot vie v ith thoie {weet oys 


J hat crown the ſparkling glats. 


11. 
To plunge in care let lovers whine, 
Such tools who will be may, 
Good fellows glaſs in hand combine 


To drive pale care away 


With grief of heart, how many a boy 
Goes mad to pleaſe ſome latsz 
We too go mad, but 'tis with joy, 


' 


Vir d by the par klin a claſs. 
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111. 
How many dangle on a tree 
Who buckle to love's tether, 
True to our honeſt purpoſe we 


Hang too, but 'tis together: 


The lover numbers, by his ſighs 


* 
The moments as they pals, 
We count them in a way more wile 
By putting round the glals. [ 
1V. 


See in his cage the huſband ſing, 
WW te childre „ {q all {onorous?7, 
We make the air and glaſſes ring 


6 : 
While ſinging freedom's chorus: 


No never ſhall preſumptuons love 
1 he jovs of wine ſurpals, 

Worn out by bickerings, even Jove 
Seeks Bacchus and his glats. 


— — — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES. 


— — — — — 
————— en —_— — 


O# th ancients is't ſpeaking my foul you'd be after, 


That they never got how Caine you ſo ? 


Would you farioutly make the good folks die with 


laughter © 
To be ſure their dogs tricks we don't know. 


Wid your ſmalliliow nonſenſe, and all your queer bod» 
derns, 
Since whiſkev's a liquor divine, 


To be ſure the old ancients, as well as the moderus, 


Did not love a ily {up of good wine. 


11. 5 


Apicius and ZElop, as authors aſſure us, 
Would ſwig till as drunk as a beaſt, 
Pen what do vou tink of that rogue Epicurus ? 


Was not he a tight hand at a fealt ! 


Wid your ſimalliliow, &c. 
| © OP 
K 1 a 1 1 1 4 
Alexander the Great, at his banquet's who drank bard, 


4 


4 2 , *@@ 457 4 N 1.4 : iT 
When he no more worlds could lubdue, 


— — 


1 * — « 
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Shed tears to be ſure, but 'twas tears of the tankard, 
To refreſh him—and pray would not you? 


Wid your ſmalliliow, &t. 


IV. 
Den dat tother old fellow they call'd Ariſtotle, 
Such a devil of a tipler was he, 


That one night, having taken too much of his bottle, 
The tact ſtagger d into the ſea. 


Wid your imall:iliow, &c. 


- V. 
Den they male what they call of their wine a libation, 
Which, as all autority quotes, 
They threw on the ground, muſha what boderation, 
To be ſure 'twas not thrown duwn their troats. 


Wid your ſnallililow, &c. 


— — — 


—— CC — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THF ODDITIES, 


x 5a11.'D from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My ib how ſhe ſmack'd through the breeze, 
She's A vell-: as tis ht to mv: Cy 


As ever ſail'd on the ſalt ſeas. 


Sb adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, 
Our gir's, and our dear native ſhore, 
For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 


We ſhall never lee them any more. 


But ſailors were horn for all weathers, 
Great guns let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty keeps vs to our tethers, 
And where the gale drives we muſt go. 


O 


11. 


When we enter*d the gut of Ge braltar, 


1 . 1 
I verily t ought ſhe'd have funk, 


* 
1 FE | 4 5 . * 1 % PT 4 ” 1 * 4.3 1 
ne iqgna toe the manta to huvers, 


Heim a wealiicr the noarie beatlwaln cries, 
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Brace the foreſal athwart Ge ſhe users, 
As through tie rough t-mpelt ſhe flies. 


But ſailors, &c. 


111. 


The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 
As black juſt as pitch was the iky, 
When truly a doleful diſtaſter 
Befel three poor ſailors and J. 


Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handfſa:l, 
By a blaſt that come furious and hard, 
Ju while we were furling the mainſail, 


Were ev'ry ſoul ſwept from the yard. 


But ſailors, &c. 


IV. 
Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cried peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck. 
While they funk down in peace to old Davy. 


Caught a rope and ſo landed on deck. 


Well what would you have, we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew 
Of three hundred that ſail'd, never landed 


But i and I think twenty- two. 


3 CES hn 2 * 
B if allo! 9 & C. 
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After thus we at ſea had miſcarried, 
Another g els way fat the wind, 

For to England [ came, and got married 
To a laſs that was comely and kind 


But whether for joy or vexation 
We know not for what we were born, 
Perhaps I may find a kind ſtation, 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. 


For ſailors, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIF<. 


— 


Sent ent the world a m..ſyurrade, 
VI {hl 485 and quer grAmacc * 
Where all mankina roaring trade 


Drive underneath bare taces ? 


Prav don't the lover, let me atk, 
Hit! by a racine battery, 


his maſt? 


Steal hearts away ? and what's 
10 de ſure it ty not Hatte: ) . 


SY WL» Lo 5 E 


cg e 752. 
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Then join the general moſquerade, 
That men and manners traces, 

To be ſure the beſt maſks dat are made 
For cheating *ent bare faces. 


11. 


Weigh yonder lawyer—T'll be bail, 
So able are his talents, 

The devil himſelf, in t'other ſca'e, 
Would quickly kick the balance. 


See that ſriar to a novice preach, 
To holineſs, to win her, 

Their maſks dropt off, what are they each: 
He's a taef and ſhe a ſinner. 


Jo be lure they ent, &. 


4 
For her huſband ſee yon wid-w cry, 
She'll never have another; 
By my ſoul the weeps wid but one eye, 
For ſhe's leering with the-tother. 


Von courtier ſee, who, in a crack, 
WIll promile fifty places, 


( 
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By my ſou! his friends ſcarce turn their back 


But he laughs before their faces. 


To be ſure he don't, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES, 


-- 


Dear Yanko ſay, and true he (ay, 
All mankind, one and tother, 
Negro, mulatto, and malay, 


Through all the worid be broder. 


In black, in yellow, what diſgrace, 
Tnat ſcandal ſo he uſe em? 

For dere no virtue in de face, 
De virtue in the boſom, 


Dear Yanko ſay, &c. 


What harm dere in a ſhape or mak: 


What harm in ugly feature! 
Whatever colour, form, he take 


* 1 * F 
* 1487 


The heart make hum; 


® > _ 5 «© * 
lan CICULLIS FR 


es +. Andi ore „„ ⁵]) n ns otro ERS Ü¹uw6⁊—— * 


212 


Then black and copper both be friend, 


No colour he bring beauty, 
For beauty Yanko ſay attend 
On lum who do him duty. 


Dear Yanko ſay, &c. 
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BALLAD. 


iN THE ODDITIFS. 


— ß - 


I' jolly Dick the lamplighter, 
hes ſay the ſun's my dad, 
Aud traly I believe it, fir, 
For I'm a pretty lad. 


Faiher and I the world delight, 
And make it look lo gay, 

The difference is I I ghts by night, 
And tather lights by day. 


il, 
Put father's not the l kes of I 
ior know ng life ana fun, 


For | qurer tricks and fancics ſpy 


Folks never ſhew the fun ; 


( 
| 
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Rogues, owls and bats can't bear the light, 


I've heard your wiſe ones ſav, 
Aad fo d'ye mind I fees at'night 
Things never ſcen by day. 


111 


At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 

And many a face and many a heazt 
Will then poll off the maſk : 


Each formal prude and holy wight 
Will throw diſguiſe away, 

And fin it openly all night 
Who ſainted it all day. 

1v. 

His darling hoard the miſer views, 
Miſſes from friends decamp, 

And many a ſtateſnan miſchief brews 
1o his country o'er his lamp: 


So father and I, d'ye take me right, 
Are juſt on the ſame lay, 

I bare-fac'd finners light by night, 
And he falie ſaints by day. 


214. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE ODDITIES, 
— —— 


SWFET is the dew-drop on the chor, 
That, like a priſm, reflects the morn ; 
Sweet is the che ring ſolar ray, 
T hat compaſſes the ampte day : 


Sweet is the balmy evening's cloſe, 
That ſhuts the foliage of the roſe : 
Thele to creation joys impart 


Like thoſe which warm the grateful heart 


e 
it, 


The little ſongſlers on che ſpray 
Spontaneous Chant ther grateful lav, 

Or, to the pcbbly nvyulet driven, 

They ſip, and lift their heads to heaven; 


Or, for the worm or inſect fly, 
To feed their craving progeny : 
Feelings a leſſon that in part 


To ſtimulate the grateftl heart, 


* 
- 


”.. 
* 
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111. 


Mark veg'etoton, wond'rous fight! 
Sec how the germ breaks into light! 
The fru fol ſhower the irec receives, 
And freſher green a.\orns its leaves: 


Man cultivates the grateful ſol, 

And flowers an fruit re ard his toil : 
Plants, bir''s, alla ure thus impart 
Joys ſuch as warm the gratefu! heart, 


SONG. 


IN THF ODDITIFS. 


——— —— OO I a ̃ —ͤcTNS — 


Firſt chuſe a pretty melody, 
To take in al the flats; 
Then change your drift, 
And fu idenly 
Prepare to ſhife 
The key; 
Then growl 


Like dogs, and mio! 
Like cats: 


216 DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 


Then chatter Vke monk'es—now low, and now high, 
Then whine, and thn figh, 

And al throw, h the noſe, 
Anu th-n ſ* im and de, 

And then come to a cloſe, 


Among the flats and ſharps now a tedious journey travel, 
Then loſe youre f in knots of chords, 
Ard then thoſe knots unravel : 
1hen figh, and die, 
And faint in bliſs extatic, 
And then the half tones try, 
For a touch of the chromatic. 
I hen where you ſet out come again, 
And now—yau're welcome home again. 


Then once more the melody, 
To take in all the flats: 
Then change your drift, 
And ſuddenly 
Prepare to ſhift 
The key; 
Then crow! 
Like dogs, and miow! 
Like cats, 
Then chatter like monkies—now low, and now high, 
And all through the noſe ; 
And then ſwim and die, 


And then ccme to 2 C.oufr. 


Fy 
: 
Li 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 215 


Yet not ſhabbily, 
: But with a fine contabile, 
ag In which go high and low boy, 
1 Still tollow'd by the hantboy, 
And al! through the noſe, 
: And then ſwim and die, 
: ' | 
: And then come to a cloſe. 
BALLAD. 
T. ĩͤ Een ES 
; IN THE Wil! OF®TH® MOMENT 
i av the world's epitome, 
| Look round it, and then ſay. 
| Nature and man may lit to inc, 
© . a | 
1 Their Lkeneſs to pourtray: 
14 As nature in her motl „round, 
Ott her, from ay 0 night, 
| So fickle man is varying found, 
4 Still changing wrong and tiaht. 
The apyl'cation's rrompt and ripe, 
ont 21 171160 * 1 199 
I of all nature u the type, 
So turn me round, 
| {hal te round 
* 
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From right to left, and left to right, 
Look how you will, 
To vary ſtill, 

From white to black, and black to white. 


11. 
Do but that learn'd counſel ſee, 
Who proves that wrong 1s right, 
And preſently augment his fee, 
His argument takes flight : 


And now, unſwearing what he ſwore, 
The burthen of his ſong 

Reverſes what he ſaid betore, 
And proves that right is wrong, 


The application's prompt and ripe, 
I of that lawyer am the type: 
For turn me wund, &. 


111. 


Behold yon lordly ſtateſman frown, 
At mention of a bribe, 

As it diſgrace it had brought down 
On him and all his tribe : 


But left behind, he'll inſtant ſeize 
Upon the wellAIFd ſack, 

Nor could the ſtrength of Hercules 
Have power to get it back. 
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The application's prompt and ripe, 
I of that ſtateſman am the type: 
For turn me round, &&. 


IV, 


When baſking in proſperity, 
Each friend to ſerve you burns, 

And boaſting his ſincerity, 

The ſmiling white ſide turns: 


But let uncertain fortuneFown, 
And take her bleſſings back, 
Inſtant the friendly white is flown, 
And every man looks black, 


The application's prompt and ripe, 
[ of all nature am the type : 
For turn me round, &Cc. 


2 ———— — — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


WrarT a plague, cried young Colin, would Chloe be at? 
I ne'er will be caught in a nooſe : 


Odds wounds I'm reſolv'd, and who'd wager gainſt that, 
Were it even a guinea, he'd loſe. 


T tol4 the young baggage, ſays I, to her face, 
Toy as much as you will, but no prieſt ſhall ſay grace 


It, 

Cry'd young Thyrſis, pray Colin this bluſtering hold, 
What you've utter'd is only through fear; 

In the abſence of danger all cowards feel bold, 


But you'd ſoon change your tone were ſhe near : 


Sh- has honour and truth, and I ſay't to your face, 


Vith her you'll ne'er toy till the prieſt hall ſay grace, 


111. 

Away then, cried Colin, a fold'er I'll go, 
In each qu.rter tv find out a wife; 

I'll roar and I'll rant, rake a little, or fo, 
But nv one hen ſnap me tor lite; 


For in n of their fancies, l' vt to their face, 
Toy as much as you will, but no pric:ic thall ſay grace. 


: 
*. 
* 


. 
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IV. 
As he utter'd thoſe words, charming Chloe came by, 
Unaftected and lovely as May: 
Adieu then poor Cotin, cried ſhe, with a ſigh, 
While the ſun ſhines begone and make hey. 


Cried Thyrſis, d'ye hear, vou may well hide your face! 
With ſuch beauty would'ft toy till the prieſt thould lay 
grace, 


V, 


Odd rot it, cried Colin, woot let me alone, 
With vexation my heart how it bos; 

Why for her peace of mind I would forfeit my own ;—- 
Woot forgive me {ſweet Chloe ?—She ſmiles ! 


See, ſee glad conſent lightens up in her face ? 
Then let us to church, where the prieſt ſhall ſay grace. 
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BALLAD. 


1x THE ODDITIES, 


— 


Waar thot I be a country clown, 
For all the fuſs that you make, 
One need not to be born in town 
Jo know what two and two make: 


'Squire fop there thinks his empty pate 
Worth all ours put together, 

But how can that have any weight 
That's only made of feather, 


Then don't be fo proud, d'ye ſee, 
It *ent a thing that's ſuiting; 

Can one than tother better be, 
When both are on a tooting ? 


Il, 


Now here's a man who ſeas and land 
Has dreunt ti. he can croſs over, 
That all the world's at his command, 


For he's a great philoſop her: 


J hat to each ſecret he no bars 

E' cr fi? but can anlock it, 
And conjure dow the moon and ſtars, 
And put them in his pocket: 
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But when you've caught him where's the prize 


So mighty to the getter ? 
For ſartin he can make us wiſe, 
But can he make us better ? 


111. 
My lady there, becauſe ſhe's dreſ,'d 
In lappets, frils, and founces, 
See how with pride her futt'ring breaſt 


Throbs, beaves, and jumps, and bounces : 


And then 'tis ſaid they makes a face, 
New {peck and ſpan each feature, 

And it they thought that a diſgrace 
That's ready made by nature: 


The money for a head ſo high, 
Such ſcollops and ſuch carving, 
Would keep an honeſt family, 


- A month or more from ſtarving. 


IV. 


As tor the doctors and their pill, 
Odds wounds I cant't endure them, 
For ſartin thev their patients kill 


More ottener than they cure them. 
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And as for maſter poet here, 

Who write's for ſame and glory, 
I thinks as he', a little queer 

Poor foul ia the upper ſtory. 


I've yet another wipe to ſpare, 
For wounds I'll give no quarter, 
Next time you'd find a fool, take care 


You do not catch a tarter. 


— — — — — _ — — —e—ð: . — — — 
— 


r BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THF MOMENT. 


— — — —ͤ— 


To look upon dreſs, upon ſhew, apon birth, 
As the nobleſt diſtinct on of Ute, 


On riches as all that give]; leafure on carth, 


And ti:at only cure forrow and iwnite ; 


And though to theſe maxims one might fay 9½ο Son, 


Yet this is the lite of a lady of ton, 


5 
F 


* 
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11, 

Stale virtue and vice (o eraſe {rom their If}, 
Thoſe of ite mike a pitttul part, 

Things certainly 'n people's mourns that exilt, 
But have nothing to do with tle heart: 

To maxims like theſe one may well fay qu: bon, 


Yet this 1s the life of a lady Ot ton. 


111. 

Upon prudence as vulgar, and honefHy low, 
On cach man of merit a vrute, 

As an angel an apr 


Drett vut in an elegant ſuit: 


To maxims Ike theſe one may well ſay quo? ban, 


Yet this is the life ot a lady ot ton. 


TX . 
To be ſhort—in a church is the befl place to make 
Appointments, or charms to difply, 
A 14 thic time molt conmoede of ull others to take 
On Sunday tor cheating at pla) 


7 


* *Y * „ . ” , a .. 
le mmaxims us certain seen pas 47% 097 


1 


Yet this 15 the l le Ot A Lad) Ot ton. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


— — — 7— ôV— 


I was, d'ye fee, a waterman, 
As tight and ſpruce as any, 
Twixt Richmond town 
And Horfley down 
I carn'd an honeſt penny: 


None cou'd of fortune's fav ours bras 
More thanlcou'd lucky I, 
My cot was ſhug, well fill'd my cag, 
My grunter in the ſty: 
With wherry tight 
And boſom light 
I cheertully did row, 
And, to complete this princely lite, 
Sure never man had triead and wite 
Like my Poll and my partner Joe. 


1. 
I rolFd in joys like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near careſs'd me, 
Till, woe is me, 
So lubberly, 
The preſs gang came and preſs'd me 
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How could I all theſe pleaſures leave? 


How with my wherry part ? 
I never ſo took on to grieve, 
It wrung my very heart, 
But when on board 
They gave the word, 
To foreign parts to go, 
I ru'd the moment I was born 
That ever I ſhould thus be torn 
From my Poll and my partner Joe. 


I did my duty manfully 

While on the billows rolling, 
And, might or day, 

Could find my way 
Blindfold to the main-top bowling ; 


Thus all the daingers of the main, 
Quickſands and gales of wind, 
[ brav'd, in hopes to tafte again 
The joys I left behind: 
In chmes afar, 
The hoteſt war, 
Pour'd broadſides on the foe, 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my ſide attentive fate, 
My Poll and my partner Joe, 
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LY. 
At laſt it pleas'd his majeſty 
Jo give peace to the nation, 
A nd honeſt hearts 
From foreign parts, 


Ca: 16 hone tor conſolation : 


Lik lightning for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe trom all alarms— 
I ruſh'4 and found my friend and wite, 
Lock'd in each other's arms ! 
Yet fancy not 
I bore my lot 
Tame V'ke a lubber :— No: 


For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, 


Plum to the devil I faul kick'd | 
My Poll ++. my partner Toe. 


BATT.AD. 


— — — — 


Co rene fat all a! ne, 
Dev] a ſoi:! beſide her, 
While from beuge, who was zone, 


Oceans did divide her: 


His pipes, which ſhe'd been uſcd to hear, 
Careleſs left eh ind Nite, 
She thought ſhe'd try, her woes to cheer, 


Till once again the'd find him. 
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rei I 110 do, YOu lvodle [ 0, 
Arrah now be acly, 

Tad Was born with grief on. 
Cotchelin run crazy. 


- 


11. 


She takes them up, and los them do vn, 
And now her bulom's panting, 

Ani now ſhe'd ſigh, and now the'd trown 
Caze why ? dere's ſomething wantin, 

And now ſhe plays the pipes again, 
The pipes of her dear Teddy, 

And makes them tune his favourite ſtrain, 


Arrati be AC1) Paddy: 


Al 'twill not do, you Joodle loo, 
1 rann 0 1 be "14 {y, 
Tad wi burn with grief to make 


Cotchelin run crazy. 


111. 
Taddy from behind a buth, 
Where he'd long been a liſtening, 
Now like lightening forth did ruth, 
His eyes with pleaſure gliſtening; 
Snatching up his pipes, he play'd, 


Pouring out his pleature, 


229 
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While half delighted, half afraid, 
Pat the time did wealure : 


Ah well will do this loodle loo, 
Arrah now be aeſy, 
Tad was born with joy to make 


Cotchelin run crazy. 


— a moment — — — — — 


— — — — a . — — — 


BALLAD, 


IN THF ODNITIFS, 


Hexk, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 
The darlin of on! crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 


For death has broach'd him to, 


His form was of the manlief? beauty, 
His heart was kind und loft, 
Faithful below lie did his duty, 


And now he's gone atotr, 


. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare, 

His friends were many, and true-hearted, 
His Poll was kind and tair ; 


4 0 rf 
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And then he'd ſing fo bY the and jolly, 
Ah many's the teme and oft! 
But mirth is turn'd 10 melancho!y, 


For Tom is gone aloft, 


Yet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When he who all commands 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 


The word to pipe all hands : 


Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 


In vain Tom's life has doff'd; 
For though his body's under hatches, 


His ſoul is gone aloft. 


— 


—— — — — — — — — - 
— — — — — 


BALLAD. 


IN PREVATE THEATRICALS. 


— — - — — 


Tyr gorm had ceas'd, the veſſel, ſtriving 
| * = 


Lay on the f ightful breakers, torn, 


When, the drowu'd crew fcarcely ſurviving, 


Jack pin'd his deſtiny foriorn : 


Where are thoſe friends whom late Icheriſh'd, 


That manly, noble, honelt band, 
An do! live, muy met{Imates periſh'd, 


Lo wail them in a foreigu lend. 
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II, 


Where is my love, my charming Kitty, 
Alas unmindful of my grief, 

To others woes ſhe gives her pity, 
Nor thinks her Jack moſt wants relief. 


But ſee what numbers curious thronging, 
To view our mis'ry, crowd the ſtrand ! 
Hard fate's perhaps my life prolonging, 
For murder in a foreign land. 


111. 


But do my flatt'ring eyes deceive me, 
Or, if they do, what out- ſtretch'd arms 
Are theſe thus tender'd to relieve me ? 
Tis the, *tis ſhe, in all her charnis. 


My faith and truth, to ſo much beauty, 
Fate to reward with partial hand, 

This pattern ſends of love and duty, 
Jo ſave me ina foreign land. 


— — —— —— — — 


END OF THLE FIRST VOLUME, 


2 "TO 4 
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